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SIR NIGEL

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER IV.

HOW THE SUMMONER CAME TO THE MANOR-

HOUSE OF TII.FORD.

1Y the date of this chronicle the

ascetic; sternness of the old

Norman castles had been

humani/ed and refined so that

the new dwellings of the

nobility, if less imposing in

appearance, were very much more comfort

able as places of residence. A gentler race

had built their houses rather for peace than

for war. He who compares the savage bare

ness of Pevensey with the piled grandeur

of Bodiam or Windsor cannot fail to

understand the change in manners which

they represent. The earlier castles had a set

purpose, for they were built that the invaders

might hold down the country ; but when the

Conquest was once firmly established a castle

had lost its meaning, save as a refuge from

justice or as a centre for civil strife. On the

marches of Wales and of Scotland the castle

might continue to be a bulwark to the

kingdom, and there they still grew and

flourished ; but in all other places they were

rather a menace to the King's Majesty,

and as such were discouraged and destroyed.

By the reign of the third Edward the greater

part of the old fighting castles had been con

verted into dwelling-houses or had been ruined

in the Civil Wars, and left where their grim,

grey bones are still littered upon the brows

of our hills. The new buildings were either

great country houses, capable of defence but

mainly residential, or they were manor-houses

with no military significance at all. Such

was the Tilford manor-house, where the last

survivors of the old and magnificent house

of Loring still struggled hard to keep a foot

ing and to hold off the monks and the

lawyers from the few acres which were left

to them.

The mansion was a two-storied one, framed

in heavy beams of wood, the interstices filled

with rude blocks of stone. An outside stair

case led up to several sleeping-rooms above.
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Below there were only two apartments, the

smaller of which was the bower of the aged

Lady Ermyntrude. The other was the hall,

a very large room, which served as the living-

room of the family and as the common

dining-room of themselves and of their little

group of servants and retainers. The dwell

ings of these servants, the kitchens, the

offices, and the stables were all represented

by a row of pent-houses and sheds behind the

main building. Here lived Charles the page,

Peter the old falconer, Red Swire, who had

followed Nigel's grandfather to the Scottish

wars, Weathercote the broken minstrel, John

the cook, and other survivors of more

prosperous days, who still clung to the old

house as the barnacles to some wrecked and

stranded vessel.

One evening, about a week after the

breaking of the yellow horse, Nigel and his

grandmother sat on either side of the large,

empty fireplace in this spacious apartment.

The supper had been removed and so had

the trestle tables upon which it had been

served, so that to modern eyes the room

would have seemed bare and empty. The

stone floor was strewed with a thick layer of

green rushes, which was swept out every

Saturday, and carried with it all the dirt and

debris of the week. Several dogs were now

crouched among these rushes, gnawing and

cracking the bones which had been thrown

from the table. A long wooden buffet, loaded

with plates and dishes, filled one end of the

room; but there was little other furniture

save some benches against the walls, two

dorseret chairs, one small table littered with

chessmen, and a great iron coffer. In one

corner was a high wicker-work stand, and on

it two stately falcons were perched, silent and

motionless save for an occasional twinkle of

their fierce yellow eyes.

But if the actual fittings of the room would

have appeared scanty to one who had lived

in a more luxurious age, he would have been

surprised on looking up to see the multitude

of objects which were suspended above his

in the United Stales of America.
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he worked. Suddenly he looked up and

caught the dark eyes which were fixed upon

him. He leaned forward and patted the

bony hand.

" What hath pleased you, dear dame ? I

read pleasure in your eyes."

"I have heard to-day, Nigel, how you

came to win that great war-horse which

stamps in our stable."

" Nay, dame, I had told you that the

monks had given it to me."

" You said so, fair son, but never a word

more. Yet the horse which you brought

home was a very different horse, I wot, to

that which was given you. Why did you not

tell me ? "

" I should think it shame to talk of such a

thing."

" So would your father before you, and

his father no less. They would sit silent

among the knights when the wine went round

and listen to every man's deeds, but if per

chance there was anyone who spoke louder

than the rest and seemed to be eager for

honour, then afterwards your father would

pluck him softly by the sleeve and whisper

in his ear, to learn if there was any small vow

of which he could relieve him, or if he would

deign to perform some noble deed of arms

upon his person. And if the man were a

braggart, and would go no farther, your father

would be silent and none would know it.

But if he bore himself well your father would

spread his fame far and wide, but never make

mention of himself."

Nigel looked at the old woman with shining

eyes. " I love to hear you speak of him,"

said he. " I pray you to tell me once more

of the manner of his death."

" He died as he had livedâ��a very courtly

gentleman. It was at the great sea-battle

upon the Norman coast, and your father was

in command of the after-guard in the King's

own ship. Now the French had taken a great

English ship the year before, when they came

over and held the narrow seas and burned

the town of Southampton. This ship was the

Christopher, and they placed it in the front of

their battle, but the English closed upon it

and stormed over its side, and slew all who

were upon it. But your father and Sir

Lorredan of Genoa, who commanded the

Christopher, fought upon the high poop, so

that all the fleet stopped to watch it, and the

King himself cried aloud at the sight, for

Sir Lorredan was a famous man-at-arms and

bore himself very stoutly that day, and many

a knight envied your father that he should

have chanced upon so excellent a person.

But your father bore him back and struck

him such a blow with a mace that he turned

the helmet half round on his head, so that he

could no longer see through the eye-holes,

and Sir Lorredan threw down his sword and

gave himself to ransom. But your father

took him by the helmet and twisted it until

he had it straight upon his head. Then,

when he could see once again, he handed him

his sword, and prayed him that he would rest

himself and then continue, for it was great

profit and joy to see any gentleman carry

himself so well. So they sat together and

rested by the rail of the poop, but even as

they raised their hands again your father was

struck by a stone from a mangonel and so

died."

"And this Sir Lorredan," cried Nigel ;

" he died also, as I understand ? '

" I fear that he was slain by the archers,

for they loved your father and they do not

see these things with our eyes."

" It was a pity," said Nigel, "for it is clear

that he was a good knight and bore himself

very bravely."

" Time was, when I was young, when

commoners dared not have laid their grimy

hands upon such a man. Men of gentle

blood and coat-armour made war upon each

other, and the others, spearmen or archers,

could scramble amongst themselves. But

now all are of a level, and only here and

there one, like yourself, fair son, who reminds

me of the men who are gone."

Nigel leaned forward and took her hands

in his. " What I am you have made me,"

said he.

" It is true, Nigel. I have indeed watched

over you as the gardener watches his most

precious blossom, for in you alone are all

the hopes of our ancient house, and soonâ��

very soonâ��you will be alone."

" Nay, dear lady, say not that."

" I am very old, Nigel, and I feel the

shadow closing in upon me. My heart

yearns to go, for all whom I have known and

loved have gone before me. And youâ��it

will be a blessed day for you, since I have

held you back from that world into which

your brave spirit longs to plunge."

" Nay, nay ; I have been happy here with

you at Tilford."

" We are very poor, Nigel. I do not

know where we may find the money to fit

you for the wars. Yet we have good friends.

There is Sir John Chandos, who has won

such credit in the French wars, and who

rides ever by the King's bridle-arm. He

was your father's friend, and they were
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are too strong now for us who are of gentle

blood. Trouble will come of it, Nigel, for

the Abbot of Waverley is not one who will

hold back the shield of the Church from

those who are her servants."

"The Abbot would not hurt us. It is

that grey, lean wolf of a sacrist who hungers

for our land. Let him do his worst. I tear

him not."

" He has such an engine at his back,

Nigel, that even the bravest must fear him.

The ban which blasts a man's soul is in the

keeping of his Church, and what have we to

place against it ? I pray you to speak him

fair, Nigel."

" Nay, dear lady, it is both my duty and

my pleasure to do what you bid me, but I

would die ere I ask as a favour that which

we can claim as a right. Never cap I cast

my eyes frorn yonder window that I do not

see the swelling down land and the rich

meadows, glade and dingle, copse and wood,

which have been ours since Norman William

gave them to that Loring who bore his shield

at Senlac. Now, by trick and fraud, they have

passed away from us, and many a franklin is

a richer man than I, but never shall it be

said that I saved the rest by bending my

neck to their yoke. Let them do their worst,

and let me endure it or fight it as best I

may."

The old lady sighed and shook her head.

" You speak as a Loring should, and yet I

fear that some great trouble will befall us.

But let us talk no more of such matters, since

we cannot mend them. Where is your citole,

Nigel? Will you not play and sing to me?"

The gentleman of those days could scarce

read and write, but he spoke in two languages,

played at least one musical instrument as a

matter of course, and possessed a number of

other accomplishments unknown to modern

culture, from the imping of hawks' feathers to

the mystery of venerie, with knowledge of

every beast and bird, its times of grace and

when it is seasonable. So far as physical

power went, to vault barebacked upon a

horse, to hit a running hare with a cross

bow bolt, or to climb the angle of a castle

courtyard were feats which had come by

nature to the young squire, but it was very

different with music, which had called for

many a weary hour of irksome work. Now

at last he could master the strings, but both

his ear and his voice were not of the best, so

that it was well, perhaps, that there was so

small and so prejudiced an audience to the

Norman-French chanson which he sang in a

high, reedy voice with great earnestness of

feeling, but with many a slip and quaver,

waving his yellow head in cadence to the

music :â��

A sword ! A sword !

Ah ! give me a sword,

For the world is all to win.

Though the way he hard

And the door be barred,

The strong man enters in.

If Chance and Fate

Still hold the gate,

Give me the iron key,

And turret high

My plume shall fly,

Or you may weep for me.

A horse ! A horse !

Ah ! give me a horse

To bear me out afar

Where blackest need

And grimmest deed

And sweetest perils are.

11 old thou my ways

From glutted days

Where poisoned leisure lies,

Of tears and wrath

Which mounts to high emprise.

And point the path

A heart! A heart !

Ah ! give me a heart

To rise to circumstance ;

Serene and high

And Ixjld to try

The hazard of the chance.

â�¢ With strength to wait,

Hut fixed as Fate

To plan and dare and do,

The peer of all,

.And only thrall,

Sweet lady mine, to you.

It may have been that the sentiment went

for more than the music, or it may have been

that the nicety of her own ear had been dulled

by age, but old Dame Ermyntrude clapped

her lean hands together and cried out in shrill

applause.

" Weathercote has indeed had an apt

pupil,'' she said. " I pray you that you will

sing again."

" Nay, dear dame : it is turn and turn

betwixt you and me. I beg that you will

recite a romanceâ��you who know them all.

For all the years that I have listened I have

never yet come to the end of them, and I

dare swear that there are more in your head

than in all the great book which they showed

me at Guildford Castle. I would fain hear

Boon of Mayence, or the Song of Roland,

or Sir Isumbras."

So the old dame broke into a long poem,

slow and dull in the inception, but quicken

ing as the interest grew, until with darting

hands and glowing face she poured forth the

verses which told of the emptiness of sordid

life, the beauty of heroic death, the high

sacredness of love, and the bondage of
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when ten knights, forty men-at arms, and two

hundred archers would march behind the

scarlet roses. Now at this last rally, when

the young head of the house lay bound in

his own hall, there mustered at his call the

page Charles with a cudgel, John the cook

with his longest spit, Red Swire, the aged

man-at-arms, with a formidable axe swung

over his snowy head, and We.ithercote the

minstrel with a boar-spear. Yet this motley

array was fired with the spirit of the house,

and under the lead of the fierce old soldier

they would certainly have flung themselves

upon the ready swords of the archers, had

the Lady Ermyntrude not swept between

them.

" Stand back, Swire ! " she cried. " Back,

\Veathercote ! Charles, put a leash on

Talbot and hold Bayard back !" Her black

eyes bla/ed upon the invaders until they

shrank from that baleful gaze. " Who are

you, you rascal robbers, who dare to misuse

the King's name, and to lay hands upon one

whose smallest drop of blood has more worth

than all your gross and caitiff bodies ? "

" Nay, not so fast, dame ; not so fast, I

pray you !" cried the stout summoner, whose

face had resumed its natural colour now that

he had a woman to deal with. "There is

a law of England, mark you, and there are

those who serve it and uphold it, who are

the true men and the King's own lieges.

Such a one am I. Then, again, there are

those who take such as me and transfer,

carry, or convey us into a bog- or morass.

Such a one is this graceless old man with the

axe, whom I have seen already this day.

There are also those who tear, destroy, or

scatter the papers of the law, of which this

young man is the chief. Therefore, I would

rede you, dame, not to rail against us, but

to understand that we are the King's men on

the King's own service."

"What, then, is your errand in this house'

at this hour of the night ? "

The summoner cleared his throat pom

pously, and, turning his parchment to the

light- of the cressets, he read out a long

document in Norman-French, couched in

such a style and such a language that the

most involved and foolish of our forms are

simplicity itself compared to those by which

the men of the long gown made a mystery

of that which of all things on earth should be

the plainest and the most simple. Despair

fell cold upon Nigel's heart and blanched the

face of the old dame as they listened to the

dread catalogue of claims and suits and

issues, questions of peccary and turbary, of

Vol. xMt,-2

house-bote and fire-bole, which ended by a

Nigel, still bound, had been placed with

his back against the iron coffer, whence he

heard with dry lips and moist brow this

doom of his house. Now he broke in on the

recital with a vehemence which made the

summoner jump.

demand for all the lands, hereditaments,

tenements, messuages, and curtilages which

made up their worldly all.

" You shall rue what you have done this

night," he cried. " Poor as we are, we have

our friends who will not see us wronged,

and I will plead my cause before the King's

Own Majesty at Windsor, that he, who saw

the father die, may know what things are

done in his Royal name against the son.

But these matters are to be settled in

course of law in the King's courts, and how

will you excuse yourself for this assault upon

my house and person?"

" Nay, that is another matter," said the

sacrist. " The question of debt may indeed

be an affair of a civil court. But it is a crime

against the law and an act of the devil which

comes within the jurisdiction of the Abbey

Court of \Vaverley when you dare to lay

hands upon the summoner or his papers."

" Indeed he speaks truth," cried the official.

" I know no blacker sin."

"Therefore,'' said the stern monk, "it u

the order of the holy P'ather Abbot that you

sleep this night in the Abbey cell, and that

to-morrow you be brought before him at the

court held in the chapter-house, so that you

receive the fit punishment for this and the

many other violent and froward deeds which

you have wrought upon the servants of Holy

Church. Enough is now said, worthy Master

Summoner. Archers, remove your prisoner ! "

As Nigel was lifted up by four stout archers

the Dame Ermyntrude would have rushed to

his aid, but the sacrist thrust her back.

" Stand off, proud woman ! Let the law

take its course, and learn to humble your

heart before the power of Holy Church. Has

your life not taught its lessonâ��you, whose

horn was exalted among the highest, and will

soon not have a roof above your grey hairs ?

Stand back, I say, lest I lay a curse above

you!1

The old da<nc flamed suddenly into white

wrath as she stood before the angry monk.

" Listen to me while I lay a curse upon

you and yours," she cried, as she raised her

shrivelled arms and blighted him with her

flashing eyes. "As you have done to the

house of Loring, so may God do to you,

until your power is swept from the land of
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poaching on the Abbey estate, or a chapman

who had given false measure from his biased

scales. But now, when a man of noble birth

was to be tried, the whole legal and eccle

siastical ceremony was carried out with every

detail, grotesque or impressive, which the full

ritual prescribed. To the distant roll of

Church music and the slow tolling of the

Abbey bell the white-robed brethren, two and

two, walked thrice round the hall singing the

" Benedicite " and the " Veni Creator " before

they settled in their places at the desks on

either side. Then in turn each high officer of

the Abbey from below upwardsâ��the almoner,

the lector, the chaplain, the sub-prior, and

the priorâ��swept to their wonted places.

Finally there came the grim sacrist, with

demure triumph upon his downcast features :

and at his heels Abbot John himself, slow

and dignified, with pompous walk and

solemn, composed face, his iron-beaded

rosary swinging from his waist, his breviary

in his hand, and his lips muttering as he

hurried through the office for the day. He

knelt at his high prie-dieu ; the brethren, at

a signal from the prior, prostrated themselves

upon the floor, and the low, deep voices

rolled in prayer, echoed back from the

arched and vaulted roof like the wash of

waves from an ocean cavern. Finally

the monks resumed their seats, there

entered clerks in seemly black, with pens

and parchment; the red velvet summoner

appeared to tell his tale ; Nigel was led in,

with archers pressing close around him ; and

then, with much calling of old French and

much legal incantation and mystery, the

Court of the Abbey was open for business.

It was the sacrist who first advanced to

the oaken desk reserved for the witnesses,

and expounded in hard, dry, mechanical

fashion the many claims which the house of

VVaverley had against the family of Loring.

Some generations back, in return for money

advanced or for spiritual favour received, the

Loring of the day had admitted that his

estate had certain feudal duties towards the

Abbey. The sacrist held up the crackling

yellow parchment with swinging leaden seals

on which the claim was based. Amid the

obligations was that of escuage, by which

the price of a knight's fee should be paid

every year. No such price had been paid,

nor had any service been done. The accu

mulated years came now to a greater sam

than the fee simple of the estate. There

were other claims also. The sacrist called

for his books, and with thin, eager forefinger

be tracked them down, dues for this and

tallage for that, so many shillings this year

and so many marks that one. Some of it

occurred before Nigel was born, some of

it when he was but a child. The accounts

had been checked and certified by the Serjeant

of the law. Nigel listened to the dread

recital and felt like some young stag who

stands at bay with brave pose and heart of

fire, but who sees himself compassed round

and knows clearly that there is no escape.

With his bold young face, his steady blue

eyes, and the proud poise of his head he

was a worthy scion of the old house ; and

the sun, shining through the high oriel

window and showing up the stained and

threadbare condition of his once rich doublet,

seemed to illuminate the fallen fortunes of

his family.

The sacrist had finished his exposition,

and the serjeant-at-law was about to con

clude a case which Nigel could in no way

controvert, when help came to him from an

unexpected quarter. It may have been a

certain malignity with which the sacrist

urged his suit, it may have been a diplomatic

dislike to driving matters to extremes, or it

may have been some genuine impulse of

kindliness, for Abbot John was choleric, but

easily appeased. Whatever the cause, the

result was that a white, plump hand, raised

in the air with a gesture of authority, showed

that the case was at an end.

" Our Brother Sacrist hath done his duty

in urging this suit," said he, " for the worldly

wealth of this Abbey is placed in his pious

keeping, and it is to him that we should

look if we suffered in such ways, for we are

but the trustees of those who come after us.

But to my keeping has been consigned that

which is more precious still, the inner spirit

and high repute of those who follow the rule

of St. Bernard. Now, it has ever been

our endeavour, since first our saintly founder

went down into the valley of Clairvaux and

built himself a cell there, that we should set

an example to all men in gentleness and

humility. For this reason it is that we build

our houses in lowly places, that we have no

tower to our Abbey churches, and that no

finery and no metal, save only iron or lead,

come within our walls. A brother shall eat

from a wooden platter, drink from an iron

cup, and light himself from a leaden sconce.

Surely it is not for such an Order, who await

the exaltation which is promised to the

humble, to judge their own case and so

acquire the lands of their neighbour. If our

cause be just, as, indeed, I believe that it is,

then it were better that it be judged at the
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flushed with anger as this old grievance came

fresh into his mind. His eyes hardened as

he looked at the prisoner.

"Tell me, Squire Nigel, did you indeed

put pike in the pond?"

The young man drew himself proudly up.

" Ere I answer such a question, Father

Abbot, do you answer one from me, and tell

me what the monks of \Vaverley have ever

done for me that I should hold my hand

when I could injure them?"

A low murmur ran round the room, partly

wonder at his frankness and partly anger at

his boldness. The Abbot settled down in

his seat as one who has made up his mind.

" Let the case of the summoner be laid

before me," said he. " Justice shall be done

and the offender shall be punished, be he

noble or simple. Ixjt the plaint be brought

before the Court."

The tale of the summoner, though rambling

and filled with endless legal reiteration, was

only too clear in its essence. Red Swire,

with his angry face framed in white bristles,

was led in, and confessed to his ill treatment

of the official. A second culprit, a little wiry

nut-brown archer from Churt, had aided and

abetted in the deed. Both of them were

ready to declare that young Scjuire Nigel

F.oring knew nothing of the matter. But

then there was the awkward incident of the

tearing of the writs. Nigel, to whom a lie

was an. impossibility, had to admit that with

his own hands he had shredded those august

documents. As to an excuse or an explana

tion, he was too proud to advance any. A

cloud gathered over the brow of the Abbot,

and the sacrist ga/ed with an ironical smile

at the prisoner, while a solemn hush fell over

the chapter-house as the case ended and only

judgment remained.

" Squire Nigel," said the Abbot, " it was

for you, who are, as all men know, of ancient

lineage in this land, to give a fair example

by which others should set their conduct.

Instead of this, your manor-house has ever

been a centre for the stirring-up of strife, and

now, not content with your harsh showing

towards us, the Cistercian monks of \Vaverley,

you have even marked your contempt for the

King's law, and through your servants have

mishandled the person of his messenger. For

such offences it is in my power to call the

spiritual terrors of the Church upon your

head ; and yet I would not be harsh with you,

seeing that you are young, and that even last

week you saved the life of a servant of the

Abbey when in peril. Therefore, it is by

temporal and carnal means that I will use

my power to tame your over-bold spirit, and

to chasten that headstrong and violent humour

which has caused such scandal in your deal

ings with our Abbey. Bread and water for

six weeks, from now to the Feast of St.

Benedict, with a daily exhortation from our

chaplain, the pious Father Ambrose, may still

avail to bend the stiff neck and to soften the

hard heart."

At this ignominious sentence, by which the

proud heir of the house of Loring would

share the fate of the meanest village poacher,

the hot blood of Nigel rushed to- his face,

and his eye glanced round him with a gleam

which said more plainly than words that

there could be no tame acceptance of such

a doom. Twice he tried to speak, and twice

his anger and his shame held the words in

his throat.

" I am no subject of yours, proud Abbot,"

he cried at last. " My house has ever been

vavasour to the King. I deny the power of

you and your Court to lay sentence upon me.

Punish these your own monks, who whimper

at your frown, but do not dare to lay your

hand upon him who fears you not, for he is

a free man. and the peer of any save only the

King himself."

The Abbot seemed for an instant taken

aback by these bold words and by the high

and strenuous voice in which they were

uttered. But the sterner sacrist came as ever

to stiffen his will. He held up the old parch

ment in his hand.

" The Lorings were indeed vavasours to

the King," said he, " but here is the very seal

of Eustace Loring, which shows that he made

himself vassal to the Abbey and held his

land from it."

" Because he was gentle," cried Nigel;

" because he had no thought of trick or

guile."

" Nay ! " said the summoner. " If my

voice may be heard, Father Abbot, upon a

point of the law, it is of no weight- what the

causes may have been why a deed is sub

scribed, signed, or confirmed, but a Court is

only concerned with the terms, articles,

covenants, and contracts of the said deed."

" Besides," said the sacrist, " sentence is

passed by the Abbey Court, and there is an

end of its honour and good name if it be not

upheld."

" Brother Sacrist," said the Abbot, angrily,

" methinks you show overmuch zeal in this

case, and certes we are well able to uphold

the dignity and honour of the Abbey Court

without any rede of thine. As to you,

worthy summoner, you will give your opinion
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when we crave for it, and not before, or

you may yourself get some touch of the

power of our tribunal. But your case hath

been tried, Squire Loring, and judgment

given. I have no more to say."

He motioned with his hand, and an archer

laid his grip upon the shoulder of the

prisoner. But that rough plebeian touch

woke every passion of revolt in Nigel's spirit.

Of all his high line of ancestors was there

one who had been subjected to such ignominy

as this ? Would they not have preferred

death ? And should he be the first to lower

their spirit or their traditions ? With a quick,

lithe movement he slipped under the arm of

the archer and plucked the short, straight

sword from the soldier's side as he did so.

The next instant he had wedged himself into

the recess of one of the narrow windows, and

there were his pale, set face, his burning

eyes, and his ready blade turned upon the

assembly.

" By St. Paul ! " said he, " I never thought

to find honourable advancement under the

roof of an Abbey, but perchance there may

be some room for it ere you hale me to your

prison."

The chapter-house was in an uproar.

Never in the long and decorous history of

the Abbey had such a scene been witnessed

within its walls. The monks themselves

seemed for an instant to be infected by

this spirit of daring revolt. Their own life

long fetters hung more loosely as they viewed

this unheard-of defiance of authority. They

broke from their seats on either side and

huddled, half scared, half fascinated, in a

large half-circle round the defiant captive,

chattering, pointing, grimacing, a scandal for

all time. Scourges should fall and penance

be done for many a long week before the

shadow of that day should pass from Waver-

ley. But meanwhile there was no effort to

bring them back to their rule. Everything

was chaÂ«s and disorder. The Abbot had

left his seat of justice and hurried angrily

forward, to be engulfed and hustled in the

crowd of his own monks like a sheep-dog

who finds himself entangled amid the flock.

Only the sacrist stood clear. He had taken

shelter behind the half-dozen archers, who

looked with some approval and a good deal

of indecision at this bold fugitive from justice.

" On, then ! " cried the sacrist. " Shall

he defy the authority of the Court, or shall

one man hold six of you at bay ? Close in

upon him and seize him. You, Baddlesmere,

why do you hold back ? "

The man in question, a tall, bushy-bearded

fellow, clad like the others in green jerkin

and breeches, with high brown boots,

advanced slowly, sword in hand, against

Nigel. His heart was not in the business,

for these clerical courts were not popular,

and everyone had a tender heart for the

fallen fortunes of the house of Loring, and

wished well to its young heir.

" Come, young sir, you have caused scathe

enough," said he. "Stand forth and give

yourself up."

" Come and fetch me, good fellow," said

Nigel, with a dangerous smile.

The archer ran in. There was a rasp of

steel, a blade flickered like a swift dart of

flame, and the man staggered back with

blood running down his forearm and drip

ping from his lingers. He wrung them and

growled a Saxon oath.

" By the black rood of Bromeholm !" he

cried, " I had as soon put my hand down a

fox's earth to drag up a vixen from her cubs."

" .Stand off," said Nigel, curtly. " I would

not hurt you; but, by St. Paul, I will not be

handled, or someone will be hurt in the

handling/'

So fierce was his eye and so menacing his

blade as he crouched in the narrow bay of

the window that the little knot of archers

were at a loss what to do. The Abbot had

forced his way through the crowd, and stood,

purplj with outraged dignity, at their side.

" He is outside the law," said he. " He

hath shed blood in a Court of Justice, and

for such a sin there is no forgiveness. I will

not have my Court so flouted and set at

naught. He who draws the sword, by the

sword also let him perish. Forester Hugh,

lay a shaft to your bow."

The man, who was one of the Abbey's lay-

servants, put his weight upon his long-bow

and slipped the loose end of the string into

the upper notch. Then, drawing one of the

terrible three-foot arrows, steel-tipped and

gaudily winged, from his waist, he laid it to

the string.

" Now draw your bow and hold it ready,"

cried the furious Abbot. "Squire Nigel, it

is not for Holy Church to shed blood, but

there is naught but violence which will

prevail against the violent, and on your head

be the sin. Cast down the sword which you

hold in your hand."

" Will you give me freedom to leave your

Abbey?"

" When you have abided your sentence

and purged your sin."

"Then I had rather die where I stand than

give up my sword,"
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when ten knights, forty men-at-arms, and two

hundred archers would march behind the

scarlet roses. Now at this last rally, when

the young head of the house lay bound in

his own hall, there mustered at his call the

page Charles with a cudgel, John the cook

with his longest spit, Red Swire, the aged

man-at-arms, with a formidable axe swung

over his snowy head, and Weathercote the

minstrel with a boar-spear. Yet this motley

array was fired with the spirit of the house,

and under the lead of the fierce old soldier

they would certainly have flung themselves

upon the ready swords of the archers, had

the Lady Ermyntrude not swept between

them.

" Stand back, Swire ! " she cried. " Back,

Weathercote! Charles, put a leash on

Talbot and hold Bayard back !" Her black

eyes blazed upon the invaders until they

shrank from that baleful gaze. " Who are

you, you rascal robbers, who dare to misuse

the King's name', and to lay hands upon one

whose smallest drop of blood has more worth

than all your gross and caitiff bodies ? "

" Nay, not so fast, dame ; not so fast, I

pray you !" cried the stout suminoner, whose

face had resumed its natural colour now that

he had a woman to deal with. " There is

a law of England, mark you, and there are

those who serve it and uphold it, who are

the true men and the King's own lieges.

Such a one am I. Then, again, there are

those who take such as me and transfer,

carry, or convey us into a bog or morass.

Such a one is this graceless old man with the

axe, whom I have seen already this day.

There are also those who tear, destroy, or

scatter the papers of the law, of which this

young man is the chief. Therefore, I would

rede you, dame, not to rail against us, but

to understand that we are the King's men on

the King's own service."

" What, then, is your errand in this house

at this hour of the night ? "

The summoner cleared his throat pom

pously, and, turning his parchment to the

light- of the cressets, he read out a long

document in Norman-French, couched in

such a style and such a language that the

most involved and foolish of our forms are

simplicity itself compared to those by which

the men of the long gown made a mystery

of that which of all things on earth should be

the plainest and the most simple. Despair

fell cold upon Nigel's heart and blanched the

face of the old dame as they listened to the

dread catalogue of claims and suits and

issues, questions of peccary and turbary, of
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house-bote and fire-bote, which ended by a

Nigel, still bound, had been placed with

his back against the iron coffer, whence he

heard with dry lips and moist brow this

doom of his house. Now he broke in on the

recital with a vehemence which made the

summoner jump.

demand for all the lands, hereditaments,

tenements, messuages, and curtilages which

made up their worldly all.

" You shall rue what you have done this

night," he cried. " Poor as we are, we have

our friends who will not see us wronged,

and I will plead my cause before the King's

Own Majesty at Windsor, that he, who saw

the father die, may know what things are

done in his Royal name against the son.

But these matters are to be settled in

course of law in the King's courts, and how

will you excuse yourself for this assault upon

my house and person ? "

"Nay, that is another matter," said the

sacrist. " The question of debt may indeed

be an affair of a civil court. But it is a crime

against the law and an act of the devil which

comes within the jurisdiction of the Abbey

Court of Waverley when you dare to lay

hands upon the summoner or his papers."

" Indeed he speaks truth," cried the official.

" I know no blacker sin."

"Therefore," said the stem monk, "it is

the oraer of the holy Father Abbot that you

sleep this night in the Abbey cell, and that

to-morrow you be brought before him at the

court held in the chapter-house, so that you

receive the fit punishment for this and the

many other violent and froward deeds which

you have wrought upon the servants of Holy

Church. Enough is now said, worthy Master

Summoner. Archers, remove your prisoner ! "

As Nigel was lifted up by four stout archers

the Dame Ermyntrude would have rushed to

his aid, but the sacrist thrust her back.

" Stand off, proud woman ! Let the law

take its course, and learn to humble your

heart before the power of Holy Church. Has

your life not taught its lessonâ��you, whose

horn was exalted among the highest, and will

soon not have a roof above your grey hairs ?

Stand back, I say, lest I lay a curse above

you !"

The old dame flamed suddenly into white

wrath as she stood before the angry monk.

" Listen to me while I lay a curse upon

you and yours," she cried, as she raised her

shrivelled arms and blighted him with her

flashing eyes. " As you have done to the

house of Ixiring, so may God do to you,

until your power is swept from the land of
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demure little hooded falcon, of a breed

which in itself was a mark of the dignity

of the owner. Of weapons he had none,

but a mandoline was slung by a black

silken band over his bark, and the high

brown end projected above his shoulder.

Such was the man â��quaint, critical, masterful,

with a touch of what is formidable behind

it allâ��who now surveyed the opposing groups

of armed men and angry monks with an eye

which commanded their attention.

" Excusez ! " said he, in a lisping French.

" Excusez, mes amis ! I had thought to arouse

you from prayer or meditation, but never

have I seen such a holy exercise as this under

an Abbey's roof, with swords for breviaries

and archers for acolytes. I fear that I have

come amiss, and yet I ride on an errand from

one who permits no delay."

The Abbot, and possibly the sacrist also,

had begun to realize that events had gone a

very great deal farther than they had intended,

and that without an extreme scandal it was

no easy matter for them to save their dignity

and the good name of Waverley. Therefore,

in spite of the debonair, not to say dis

respectful, bearing of the new-comer, they

rejoiced at his appearance and intervention.

" I am the Abbot of Waverley, fair son,"

said the prelate. "If your message deal

with a public matter it may be fitly repeated

in the chapter-house ; if not I will give you

audience in my own chamber, for it is clear

to me that you are a gentleman of blood and

coat-armour who would not lightly break in

upon the business of our courtâ��a business

which, as you have remarked, is little wel

come to men of peace like myself and the

brethren of the rule of St. Bernard."

" Pardieu, lather Abbot !" said the

stranger. " One had but to glance at you

and your men to see that the business was,

indeed, little to your taste, and it may be

even less so when I say that rather than see

this young person in the window, who hath

a noble bearing, further molested by these

archers, I will myself adventure my person

on his behalf."

The Abbot's smile turned to a frown at

these frank words.

"It would become you better, sir, to

deliver the message of which you say that

you are the bearer, than to uphold a

prisoner against the rightful judgment of

a Court."

The stranger swept the court with his

questioning eye.

" The message is not for you, good Father

Abbot. It is for one whom I know not. I
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have been to his house and they have sent

me hither. The name is Nigel Loring."

" It is for me, fair sir."

" I had thought as much. I knew your

father, Eustace Loring, and though he would

have made two of you, yet he has left his

stamp plain enough upon your face."

" You know not the truth of this matter,"

said the Abbot. "If you are a loyal man

you will stand aside, for this young man hath

grievously offended against the law, and it is

for the King's lieges to give us their support."

" And you have haled him up for

judgment,''' cried the stranger, with much

amusement. " It is as though a rookery sat

in judgment upon a falcon. 1 warrant that

you have found it easier to judge than to

punish. Let me tell you, Father Abbot, that

this standeth not aright. When powers such

as these were given to the like of you, they

were given that you might check a brawling

underling or correct a drunken woodman, and

not that you might drag the best blood in

England to your bar, and set your archers on

him if he questioned your findings."

The Abbot was little used to hear such

words of reproof uttered in so stern a voice

under his own Abbey roof and before his

listening monks.

" You may perchance find that an Abbey

Court has more powers than you wot of, Sir

Knight," said heâ��"if knight indeed you be

who are so uncourteous and short in your

speech. Ere we go farther I would ask your

name and style ?"

The stranger laughed.

" It is easy to see that you are indeed men

of peace," said he, proudly. " Had I shown

this sign "â��and he touched the tokens upon

his lapels â�� "whether on shield or pennon,

in the marches of France or Scotland, there

is not a cavalier but would have known the

red pile of Chandos."

Chandos, John Chandos, the flower of

English chivalry, the pink of knight-errantry,

the hero already of fifty desperate enter

prises, a name known and honoured from

end to end of Europe ! Nigel gaxed at him

as one who sees a vision. The archers stood

back abashed, while the monks crowded

closer to stare at the famous soldier of the

French wars. The Abbot abated his tone

and a smile came to his angry face.

" We are indeed men of peace, Sir John,

and little skilled in warlike blazonry," said

he, " yet stout as are our Abbey walls, they

are not so thick that the fame of your

exploits has not passed through them and

reached our ears. If it be your pleasure to
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She had seventy-five thousand cases of crude

oil aboard, and the glow of the flames could

be seen in New York City. She did not

last very long, and even to-day parts of her

charred bones wash up on the island beach

in a north-east storm. Just previous to the

loss of the Allen, the oil-ship Ariadne was

destroyed at about the same place. She was

a beautiful sight as she made past Fire Island

with every sail bellying, and the marine

observers watched her with admiration until

they saw a sudden puff of smoke shoot up

from the midship section. The next instant,

before their very eyes, the upper deck and

masts and sails (lew high in the air and a heavy

boom floated over the waters. Four days

and four nights the Ariadne lay 'heaving on

the water, as tier after tier of case-oil burned

or exploded, and on the fifth day with a

hissing plunge she disappeared.

Cotton laden steamships are also the bane

of the marine insurance underwriters, who

pay losses on them month by month.

Hound up the coast from southern ports,

or lying in dock in northern cities with the

cotton still in their holds, fire breaks out

in these steamships suddenly and mysteri

ously, causing thousands of dollars' damage

and sometimes loss of life. As a rule fires

on cotton vessels cannot be accounted for

save on the basis of spontaneous combus

tion, a rather unsatisfactory accounting, to

say the least And, worse still, a large per

centage of cotton-fires cannot be success

fully combated. That is to say, they cannot

be quenched before a great deal of the

cargo has been involved in the flames.

Usually when in port the captain solves the

problem of putting out the (lames by

scuttling his vessel. Of course, that is abso

lutely sure, but it involves the expense of

raising the liner in addition to paying for the

damage by lire. Steam is being used now

with good results in lighting fires on these

cotton-steamships. When flames are dis

covered the hatches are battened down to

prevent draught, the crew called to quarters,

and huge lengths of hose are lowered

through deck openings designed for this very

purpose. The other ends .are attached to

the toilers, and then steam is forced into the

bla/ing hold. This method is now con

sidered much more effective than the use of

water for killing a fire, if only for the reason

that the hot vapour penetrates every nook

v.d cranny, reaching places where water does

not go.

If the fire is discovered before the flames

have involved too large a portion of the cargo

the steam treatment is invariably successful.

Sometimes, too, when the blaze is confined

to just one section of the hold, the captain

will open a stop-cock and flood the compart

ment, even at sea. This naturally solves the

fire question with swiftness and aplomb.

But if the bulkhead happens to be weak the

terrific pressure of the water which has been

allowed to fill the compartment may break it.

Then me vessel hunts the bottom without

delay. It follows, therefore, that a captain

does not resort to this extreme method

unless he is reasonably certain as to the

structural strength of his craft. In harbours,

however, where shoals are plentiful, no

captain hesitates to fill his vessel chock-full

of watt-r if the flames are defying the efforts

of the crew. For wet cotton will dry,

whereas burned cotton represents total loss.

No doubt spontaneous co nbustion really

is a frequent cause of these fires aboard

cotton-ships, but the fact remains that this

explanation sometimes covers a multitude of

sins of'omission and commission on the part

of the officers, of the crew, or of those who

handle the cargo. A bunch of oily waste

left lying about, matches, sparks from pipes,

anything, however infinitesimal, serves to set

cotton smouldering and finally blazing. Or

the fire may have had its inception on a

southern pier some days before it was dis

covered in the hold of a vessel. The

bales are piled up on the piers at the

cotton ports, and the negro -roustabouts,

knocking off at noon, lounge about on the

pier smoking their pipes. Perchance a small

spark flies into a bale. It need be only a

â�¢very tiny spark. But it has all the harmful

effects on this bale that a disease germ has

on the human body. Down among the bales

piled in the bottom of the hold this little

spark smoulders and eats its way, growing

larger every day. In the meantime the steam

ship is ploughing her way up the coast. The

spark still works, the bale becomes a smoulder

ing mass. The heat increases, other bales are

involved, and a fierce flame fills the hold.

Thick smoke pours out through the cracks

in the deck, and then follows a fight for

life as the captain races his vessel for port ;

the crew working like beavers, the passengers

huddled in the cabins or on deck, a prey to

fears hitherto unfelt.

Fire occurs frequently in coal bunkers of

vessels. Spontaneous combustion is usually,

in fact invariably, the cause, and the flames

are fierce and difficult to combat. As a rule,

though, the structural condition of the

bunkers assists the crew materially in their
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reported in one of the forward sections.

With a great, wide sweep, the captain swung

his craft about and headed for Hoboken.

The wondering passengers, most of whom

were on deck taking their good-bye looks at

America, were, of course, startled, but no

information was vouchsafed them, and ihey

were in total ignorance of the real conditions

until the vessel arrived off Quarantine, when

thick clouds of smoke burst out of the forward

deck openings. She was docked at her

Hoboken pier, her passengers debarked, and

the flames subdued after a long, hard fight.

The Barbarossa's trip to Bremen was

indefinitely deferred.

On all the German vessels they make a

great point of their fire drills, and passengers

never know when they are to be startled by

a rush of the crew to quarters. One Sunday

morning in the late nineties, just after Divine

service, the captain of one of the crack

Mediterranean liners received word that

there was a fire among some tanks of linseed

oil in the hold. The captain, a man of

resource, called to his side a passenger

whom he knew, who had crossed with him

a number of times, and upon whom he

could depend.

" Mr. G ," said the captain, " I wish

you would stand down here on the deck,

among the passengers, and call up to me on

the bridge, requesting a fire drill. There is a

nasty fire in the hold, and I do not want to

start a panic. I hope to be able to extinguish

it without any knowledge on the part of the

passengers that we have been in danger."

" Mr. Gâ��â��" accordingly called to the cap

tain, requesting the fire drill, an appeal, by

the way, in which all the ennuied passengers

joined In granting it the commander leaped

down from the bridge and ordered general

quarters sounded. The passengers stood

about the after hatch watching with great

delight the manoeuvres of the crew as they

formed on deck and then dashed down the

various companion-ways into the hold; but

their delight was somewhat tinctured a bit

later when they began to carry unconscious

sailors from below, laying them along the

deck. It gave them their first hint of the real

situation. Finally, the captain himself was

carried up unconscious. For six long hours a

desperate fight was maintained in mid-ocean,

and there were times when the officers were

about to give the word to lower the boats,

into which, indeed, the women and children

had previously been ordered. Eventually,

however, the flames were beaten back and

finally extinguished. This fire, if memory
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serves, occurring on board the La/in, was

one of the few times when great numbers of

passengers of the first class have been in real

danger from fire on a modern greyhound.

On the morning of May 9th, 1897, before

the dawn had broken, the officer of the

deck of the Mallory line steamship Lenna,

bound up the coast to New York, detected

the odour of smoke. He investigated, and

found the forward holdâ��filled with cottonâ��

a veritable furnace of flames. The alarm

was sounded, and the crew were quickly at

their posts. Quick as they were, however,

they were too late to head off the fire from

the steerage, in which were sleeping some

dozen men and women as well as three of

the crew. The screams of the victims could

be heard, once they were aroused to a sense

of their peril. But they were as rats in a

trap, and the only opening led into the heart

of the fire. Volunteers were called upon to

go to the rescue, and, as is ever the case in

time of danger at sea, there was no lack of

response. But all efforts to save the doomed

men and women were futile. The flames

roared about the compartment, and finally

the cries were stilled. All hope of saving

life having gone, the officers and crew gave

their attention to the salvation of the steam

ship and to the surviving passengers, who

behaved with the utmost coolness and assisted

the crew in their fight against the flames.

At the height of the fire the City of Augusta

came up and took off the passengers, the crew

refusing to desert their vessel.

One Sunday morning in the summer of

1901, paints and oils in the forward hold of

the United States gunboat Petrel, steaming

off the Philippine Islands, suddenly burst

into flames. A score of sailors-leaped down

into the hold with lines of hose, but they

were speedily overcome in the dark inferno.

Other sailors went down and rescued them

by knotting ropes about the prostrate men.

The rescuers then succumbed, and other

sailors descended to rescue them. In the

course of half an hour three-quarters of the

crew were stretched out on the deck uncon

scious. Commander Jesse M. .Roper, rising

from a sick bed, insisted upon leading his men

in the light and perished in the hold, his body

being rescued from the flames by Lieutenant

McKeown. The flames were extinguished

after a fight that lasted well into the afternoon.

Romance enough in that, it would seem,

to silence all those who prate of the har

nessed ocean, of the prosaic age of steam, of

the waning of the old-time sea thrill, and

sea terror, and the like.









HIS LORDSHIP.

29

He turned round and regarded Jane, but,

although she tried to meet him half-way by

elevating her chin a little, his audacity failed

him and the words died away on his tongue.

A long silence followed, broken only by the

ill-suppressed giggles of Annie, who had

retired to the kitchen.

" I trust that we shall make your lordship

comfortable," said Miss Rose.

" I hope so, my good girl," was the reply.

" And now will you show me my room ? "

Miss Rose led the way upstairs and threw

open the door; Lord Fairmount, pausing on

the threshold, gazed at it disparagingly.

" Is this the best room you have ?" he

inquired, stiffly.

''Oh, no,"said Miss Rose, smiling; "father's

room is much better than this. Look here."

She threw open another door and, ignor

ing a gesticulating figure which stood in the

hall below, regarded him anxiously. " If

you would prefer father's room he would be

delighted for you to have it. Delighted."

" Yes, I will have this one," said Lord

Fairmount, entering. " Bring me up some

hot water, please, and clear these boots and

leggings out."

Miss Rose tripped downstairs and, bestow

ing a witching smile upon her sire, waved

away his request for an explanation and

hastened into the kitchen, whence Annie

shortly afterwards emerged with the water.

It was with something of a shock that the

farmer discovered that he had to wait for his

dinner while his lordship had luncheon.

That meal, under his daughter's management,

took a long time, and the joint when it

reached him was more than half cold. It

was, moreover, quite clear that the aristocracy

had not even mastered the rudiments of

carving, but preferred instead to box the

compass for tit-bits.

He ate his meal in silence, and when it

was over sought out his guest to administer

a few much-needed stage-directions. Owing,

however, to the ubiquity of Jane he wasted

nearly the whole of the afternoon before he

obtained an opportunity. Even then the

interview was short, the farmer having to

compress into ten seconds instructions for

Lord Fairmount to express a desire to take

his meals with the family, and his dinner at

the respectable hour of i p.m. Instructions

as to a change of bedroom were frustrated

by the re-appearance of Jane.

His lordship went for a walk after that, and

coming back with a bored air stood on the

hearthrug in the living-room and watched

Miss Rose sewing.

" Very dull place," he said at last, in a

dissatisfied voice.

"Yes, my lord," said Miss Rose, demurely.

" Fearfully dull," complained his lordship,

stifling a yawn. " What I'm to do to amuse

myself for a fortnight I'm sure I don't

know."

Miss Rose raised her fine eyes and

regarded him intently. Many a lesser man

would have looked no farther for amusement.

" I'm afraid there is not much to do about

here, my lord," she said, quietly. " We are

very plain folk in these parts."

" Yes," assented the other. An obvious

compliment rose of itself to his lips, but he

restrained himself, though with difficulty.

Miss Rose bent her head over her work

and stitched industriously. His lordship

took up a book and, remembering his mission,

read for a couple of hours without taking the

slightest notice of her. Miss Rose glanced

over in his direction once or twice, and then,

with a somewhat vixenish expression on her

delicate features, resumed her sewing.

" Wonderful eyes she's got," said the

gentleman, as he sat on the edge of his bed

that night and thought over the events of the

day. " It's pretty to see them flash."

He saw them flash several times during the

next few days, and Mr. Rose himself was

more than satisfied with the hauteur with

which his guest treated the household.

" But I don't like the way you have with

me," he complained.

" It's all in the part," urged his lordship.

"Well, you can leave that part out," re

joined Mr. Rose, with some acerbity. " I

object to being spoke to as you speak to me

before that girl Annie. Be as proud and

unpleasant as you like to my daughter, but

leave me alone. Mind that!"

His lordship promised, and in pursuance

of his host's instructions strove manfully to

subdue feelings towards Miss Rose by no

means in accordance with them. The best

of us are liable to absent-mindedness, and

he sometimes so far forgot himself as to

address her in tones as humble as any in her

somewhat large experience.

" I hope that we are making you com

fortable here, my lord ? " she said, as they

sat together one afternoon.

" I have never been more comfortable in

my life," was the gracious reply.

Miss Rose shook her head. " Oh, my

lord," she said, in protest, " think of your

mansion."

His lordship thought of it. For two or

three days he had been thinking of houses
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hands into his pockets, gazed gloomily at the

dried grasses in the grate.

During the next day or two his appetite

failed, and other well-known symptoms set

in. Miss Rose, diagnosing them all, pre

scribed by stealth some bitter remedies.

The farmer regarded his change of manner

with disapproval, and, concluding that it was

due to his own complaints, sought to reassure

him. He also pointed out that his daughter's

opinion of the aristocracy was hardly likely

to increase if the only member she knew

went about the house as though he had just

lost his grandmother.

" You are longing for the gaieties of

town, my lord," he remarked one morning at

breakfast.

His lordship shook his head. The gaieties

comprised, amongst other things, a stool and

a desk.

" I don't like town," he said, with a glance

at Jane. " If I had my choice I would live

here always. I would sooner live here in this

charming spot with this charming society than

anywhere."

Mr. Rose coughed and, having caught his

eye, shook his head at him and significantly

glanced over at the unconscious Jane. The

young man ignored his action and, having got

an opening, gave utterance in the course of

the next ten minutes to radical heresies of so

violent a type that the farmer could hardly

keep his seat. Social distinctions were con

demned utterly, and the House of Lords

referred to as a human dust-bin. The farmer

gazed open-mouthed at this snake he had

nourished.

" Your lordship will alter your mind when

you get to town," said Jane, demurely.

" Never !" declared the other, impressively.

The girl sighed, and gazing first with much

interest at her parent, who seemed to be

doing his best to ward off a fit, turned her

lustrous eyes upon the guest.

" We shall all miss you," she said, softly.

" You've been a lesson to all of us."

"Lesson?" he repeated, flushing.

"It has improved our behaviour so, having

a lord in the house," said Miss Rose, with

painful humility. " I'm sure father hasn't been

like the same man since you've been here."

" What d'ye mean ? " demanded the farmer,

hotly.

" Don't speak like that before his lordship,

father," said his daughter, hastily. " I'm

not blaming you; you're no worse than the

other men about here. You haven't had an

opportunity of learning before, that's all. It

isn't your fault."

" Learning ? " bellowed the farmer, turning

an inflamed visage upon his apprehensive

guest. " Have you noticed anything about my

behaviour ? "

" Certainly not," said his lordship, hastily.

" All I know is," continued Miss Rose,

positively, " I wish you were going to stay

here another six months for father's sake."

" Look here " began Mr. Rose, smiting

the table.

"And Annie's," said Jane, raising her

voice above the din. " I don't know which

has improved the most. I'm sure the way

they both drink their tea now "

Mr. Rose pushed his chair back loudly

and got up from the table. For a moment

he stood struggling for words, then he turned

suddenly with a growl and quitted the room,

banging the door after him in a fashion which

clearly indicated that he still had some

lessons to learn.

" You've made your father angry," said

his lordship.

" It's for his own good," said Miss Rose.

" Are you really sorry to leave us?"

" Sorry ? " repeated the other. " Sorry is

no word for it."

" You will miss father," said the girl.

He sighed gently.

" And Annie," she continued.

He sighed again, and Jane took a slight

glance at him cornerwise.

" And me too, I hope," she said, in a low

voice.

" Miss you ! " repeated his lordship, in a

suffocating voice. " I should miss the sun

less."

" I am so glad," said Jane, clasping her

hands ; " it is so nice to feel that one is not

quite forgotten. Of course, I can never for

get you. You are the only nobleman I have

ever met."

" I hope that it is not only because of

that," he said, forlornly.

Miss Rose pondered. When she pondered

her eyes increased in size and revealed

unsuspected depths.

" No-o," she said at length, in a hesitating

voice.

" A clerk ? " repeated Miss Rose, with a

very well-managed shudder. " How can I

suppose such an absurd thing as that ? "

" Suppose that I were not what I am

represented to be," he said, slowly. " Suppose

that, instead of being Lord Fairmount, I were

merely a clerk."

" But if I were ?" urged his lordship,

feverishly.

" It's no use supposing such a thing as
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By the way, Harry, what can you do for one

of the right sort ? "

â�¢' Come round to the Lyceum ; we'll

consult Bram Stoker. . . . Here, Stoker, allow

me to introduce Mr. Thompsonâ��' Dressing-

bag Thompson.' Is our company full ?

We'll put him on the list and chance a suit

able part turning up." Then, turning to

Thompson, he said : â��

" What about salary, eh ? Twelve pounds

a week, eh ? "

"From you, Harry, as an old pal, I will

accept that retainer. I like to help an old

friend ; so consider my services are yours at

the honorarium mentioned."

" That's all right, Thompson; you will be

paid weekly and advised when the next play

is to be read. Good bye, Thompson. How

is your mother ? All right, eh ? Of course ;

Bram, just pay Mr. Thompson his first week's

salary in advance."

The next play was read in due course.

" Dressing-bag Thompson " sat with the rest

of the company while the characters were

distributed, but no part fell to him.

" Henry, Henry, where is my part ?" he

cried.

" Eh ? Ah, yes, my dear fellow," said

Irving, walking up to him ; " the play, you

see, is by a modern author, one of those

fellows who don't appreciate legitimate actors.

Better luck next time ! You get your twelve

pounds a week, I hope? How is your

mother ? Good-bye, old chap."

Again the time came round for another

readingâ��this time a revival of Shakespeare.

Thompson rose and asked once more where

his part was. Irving approached him kindly

but " Dressing-bag Thompson " greeted him

with : " No, no, Harry ; no excuse this time,

old chap. The immortal bard is no new

author; he's legitimate. Where is my part ?"

" Ah, my dear fellow," said Irving, putting

his arm into Thompson's and drawing him

to one side. "You get your salary, ehâ��

twelve pounds a week ? "

" Yes, yes ; but where's my part ? This is

not a modern author."

" No, no; of course. But, ' Dressing-bag

Thompson,' you know we're obliged to

respect the dead."

I was once sketching Irving in a new piece

at a dress rehearsal for one of the illustrated

papers. At the same time an artist hailing

from the Emerald Isle, with the strongest

brogue I ever heard, appealed to me as a

friend of Irving to allow him to see that actor

in his dressing-room for the purpose of getting

more detail of the costume. This Irving

kindly assented to ; and after some time the

Irish artist returned full of admiration.

" Begorrah, sorr, Irving's a wonderful man

intoirly. Oi hadn't bin spakin' foive minuets

whin he axes me, ' Whin, thin, did you lave

Oireland ?' Begorrah, he's a wonderful

insoight into cha-rnr-ter to till Oi was Oirish

afther only foive minuets' talk ! "

Irving appreciated any little attention or

compliment. I came across this letter from

him in acknowledging one of my books :â��

Perhaps no one in our time lent himself

more to caricature than Irving. He was as

easy to burlesque with the voice as with the

pencil. The man who succeeded best with

both was Fred Barnard. He had an advan

tage in being as thin as Irving, and something

of the same type of face and tone of voice. I

have drawn more caricatures of Irving and

have given more imitations, but, being as

unlike the actor as any man could be, I had

to depend on voice alone. So much so that,

once at a garden-party at a house in the

country, a young ladyâ��afterwards famous as







Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYARD KIPLING.

I.

WELAND'S SWORD.

HE children were at the

Theatre, acting to Three

Cows as much as they could

remember of " Midsummer

Night's Dream." Their father

had made them a small play

out of the big Shakespeare one, and they had

rehearsed it with him and with their mother

till they could say it by heart. They began

where Nick Bottom the weaver comes out

of the bushes with a donkey's head on his

shoulder, and finds Titania the Queen of the

Fairies asleep on a bank. Then they skipped

to the part where Bottom asks three little

fairies to scratch his head and bring him

Jioney, and they ended where he falls asleep

in Titania's arms. Dan was Puck and Nick

Bottom as well as the three Fairies. He had

a pointy-eared cloth cap for Puck, and a real

paper donkey's head out of a Christmas

crackerâ��but it tore if you were not careful

â��for Bottom. Una was Titania, with a

wreath of columbines and a foxglove wand.

The Theatre lay in a meadow which the

grown-ups called the Long Slip. A little mill-

stream that carried water to a mill two or

three fields away bent round one corner of it,

and in the middle of the bend lay a big old

fairy Ring of darkened grass, which was their

stage. The mill-stream banks, overgrown with

willow and alder and hazel and maple, made

convenient places to wait in till your turn

came ; and a grown-up who had seen it said

that Shakespeare himself could not have

imagined a more suitable setting for his play.

They were not, of course, allowed to act on

Midsummer Night itself, but they went down

after tea on Midsummer Eve, when the

shadows were growing, and they took their

supperâ��hard-boiled eggs, Bath Oliver biscuits,

and salt in an envelopeâ��with them. Three

cows had been milked and were grazing

steadily with a tearing sound that one could

hear all down the meadow.; and the noise

of the mill at work sounded like bare feet

running on hard ground. A cuckoo sat

on a gate-post singing his broken June tune,

" cuckoo-cuk," while a busy kingfisher crossed

from the mill-stream to the brook which

ran on the other side of the meadow. Every

thing else was a sort of thick, sleepy stillness

smelling of meadow-sweet and dry grass.

The play went beautifully. Dan re

membered all his partsâ��Puck, Bottom, and

the three Fairiesâ��and Una never forgot a

word of Titaniaâ��not even the difficult bit

where she tells the Fairies how to feed Bottom

with apricocks, ripe figs, and dewberries, and

all the lines end in " ies." They were both

so pleased that they acted it three times over

from beginning to end before they sat down

in the unthistly centre of the Ring to eat

eggs and Bath Olivers. This was when they

heard a whistle among the alders on the

bank, and they jumped.

The bushes parted. In the very spot

where Dan had stood as Puck they saw a

small, brown, broad-shouldered, pointy-eared

person with a snub nose, slanting blue eyes,

and a grin that ran right across his freckled

face. He shaded his forehead with one hand

as though he were watching Quince, Snout,

Bottom, and the others rehearsing " Pyrarnis

and Thisbe," and, in a voice as deep as Three

Cows asking to be milked, he began :â��

" What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here,

So near the cradle of our fairy Queen ?"

He stopped, hollowed one hand round his

ear, and, with a wicked twinkle in his eye,

went on :â��

" What, a play toward ? I'll be auditor,

An actor too, perhaps, if I sec cause."

The children looked and gasped. The

small thingâ��he was no higher than Dan's

shoulder- stepped quietly into the Ring.

"I'm rather out of practice," said he;

"but that's the way my part ought to be

played."

Still the children stared at himâ��from his

dark blue cap, like a big columbine flower,

to his bare, hairy feet. At last he began to

laugh.

" Please don't look like that. It isn't my

fault. What else could you expect ?" he

said.

" We didn't expect anyone," Dan answered,

very slowly. " This is our field."

"Is it?" said their visitor, sitting down.

" Then what on human earth made you act

'Midsummer Night's Dream' three times

over, on Midsummer Eve, in the middle of a

ring, and underâ��right under one of my

oldest hills in old England ? Pook's Hillâ��

Puck's Hillâ��Puck's Hillâ��Pook's Hill ! It's

as plain as the nose on my face."

He pointed to the bare, fern-covered slope

of Pook's Hill that runs up from the far side

of the mill-stream to a dark wood. Beyond

that wood the ground rises and rises five

hundred feet, till at last you climb out on the
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timeâ��I gave him about a thousand yearsâ��

and in due course I went into one of his

temples near Andover to see how he pros

pered. There was his altar, and there was

his image, and there were his priests, and

there were the congregation ; and everybody

seemed quite happy, except VVeland and the

priests. In the old days the congregation

were unhappy until the priests had chosen

their sacrifices ; and so would you have been.

When the service began a priest rushed out

and dragged a man up to the altar, pretended

to hit him on the head with a little gilt axe,

and the man fell down and pretended to die.

Then everybody shouted : ' A sacrifice to

Weland ! A sacrifice to Weland !'"

" And the man wasn't really dead ? " said

Una.

" I judged it better not to say anything

then ('twouldn't have been fair), and the

next time I came to Andover, a few hundred

years later, Weland and his temple were

gone, and there was a Christian bishop in a

church there. None of the People of the

Hill could tell me anything about him, and I

supposed that he had left England." Puck

turned and lay on the other elbow, and

thought for a long time.

"Not a bit. It was all as much pretence

as a dolls' tea-party. Then they brought out

a splendid white horse, and the priest cut

some hair off its mane and tail and burned

it on the altar, shouting, ' A sacrifice !' That

counted the same as if a man and a horse

had been killed, you see. I saw poor Weland's

face through the smoke, and I couldn't help

laughing. He looked so disgusted and so

hungry, and all he had to satisfy himself was

a horrid smell of burning hair. Just a dolls'

tea-party !

" Let's see," he said at last. " It must have

been some yeari laterâ��a year or two before

the Conquest, I thinkâ��that I came back to

Pook's Hill here, and one evening I hoard

old Hobden talking about Weland's Ford."

" If you mean old Hobden the hedger,

he's only seventy-eight. He told me so him

self," said Dan. " He's a intimate friend of

ours."

" You're quite right," Puck replied. " I

meant old Hobden's ninth great-grandfather.

He was a free man and made charcoal here

abouts. I've known the family, father and

son, so long that I get confused sometimes.

Hob of the Dene was my Hobden's name,

and he lived at the Ford cottage. Of course,

I pricked up my ears when I heard Weland

mentioned, and I scuttled through the woods

to the ford just beyond Bog Wood yonder."

He jerked his head westward, where the

valley narrowed between wooded hills and

steep hop-fields.

" Why, that's Willingford Bridge," said

Una. " We go there for walks often. There's

a kingfisher there."

" It was Weland's Ford then, dearâ��almost

the only one across the marsh. A road led

down to it from the beacon on the top of the

hillâ��a shocking bad road it wasâ��and all

the hill-side was thick, thick oak forest, with

deer in it. There was no trace of Weland,

but presently I saw a fat old farmer riding

down from the Beacon under the greenwood

tree. His horse had cast a shoe in the clay,

and when he came to the Ford he dismounted,

took a penny out of his purse, laid it on a

stone, lied the old horse to an oak, and

called out: ' Smith, smith, here is work for

you !' Then he sat down and went to sleep.

You can imagine how / felt when I saw a

white - bearded, bent old blacksmith in a

leather apron creep out from behind the oak

and begin to shoe the horse. It was Weland

himself. I was so astonished that I jumped

out and said : ' What on human earth are

you doing here, VVeland ? ' "

" Poor Weland ! " sighed Una.

" He pushed the long hair back from his

forehead (he didn't recognise me at first).

Then he said : ' You ought to know. You

foretold it, Old Thing. I'm shoeing horses

for hire. I'm not even Weland now,' he said.

'They call me Wayland-Smith.'"

" What could I say ? He looked up, with

the horse's foot on his lap, and he said,

smiling, 'I remember the time when I

wouldn't have accepted this old bag of bones

as a sacrifice, and now I'm glad enough to

shoe him for a penny.'

" Poor chap !" said Dan. " What did you

say?"

" ' Isn't there any way for you to get back

to Valhalla, or wherever you come from ?' I

said.

" ' I'm afraid not,' he said, rasping away at

the hoof. He had a wonderful touch with

horses. The old beast was whinnying on his

shoulder. 'You may remember that I was

not a gentle God in my day and my time

and my power. I shall never be released till

some human being truly wishes me well.'

" ' Surely,' said I, ' the farmer can't do less

than that. You're shoeing the horse all

round for him.'

"'Yes,' said he, 'and my nails will hold a

shoe from one full moon to the next. But

farmers and Weald clay,' said he, 'are both

cold and sour.'
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The junior medical officer, (iolenko, now

stepped forward and said to the sailors :â��

" I consider it my duty, as a doctor, not

to leave the sick and wounded who are

in my care, and, therefore, I also decide

to stay."

The deputation expressed their satisfaction

at his decision.

It was now the turn of the other officers.

Only a few of them said openly that they had

not sufficient decision to take so grave a

step. The rest talked incoherently about

wives and children and families, and walked

off to get ready to land. The sailors,

evidently thinking there was nothing else to

wait for, went away, telling the medical

officer and myself that they would imme

diately make known our decision to the

crew.

We went back to the ward-room. There

the officers were preparing for departure.

Now and again some of them would go

up to the open port-hole and look out

with anxiety on to the burning harbour,

where the flames were still casting a red glare

all round, and one could still hear the reports

of rifle-shots. On seeing me some of the

officers asked that I should request the

council to put them on shore at the safest

point. I promised to do so and went to

the admiral's quarters. The council had

just finished its deliberations and was dis

persing. We came to the conclusion that it

would be best to suggest to the officers that

they should remain on the Potemkin till the

morning, as it would then be easier to see

the safest landing - place. I returned with

the news to the officers, who, hearing that

they were to stay on the Potemkin another

night, once more meekly began to prepare

their beds, on the ward-room sofas.

The events of the last two days had tired

me out, and, without waiting to undress, I

lay down in my bunk and instantly fell

asleep.

It was already past eight when I awoke.

Having dressed hastily I went to the ward

room, where I found Nazarov, a mechanical

engineer. He was dressed ready for de

parture.

" Where are the others ? " I asked.

" They are already on deck. We are just

going."

I said good-bye to him, but did not go up

on deck. Nazarov went out, and in a few

minutes I heard the noise of the launch's

screw.

" They're off," I thought to myself, with a

sense of relief,

I felt distinctly cheerful. There was no

sentry at the door now ; no harassed, anxious

officers' faces, no groans about wives and

children. The sailors I had time to see all

looked fit and in good spirits.

I went up on deck, where there were

already some visitors from shore. They had

brought news of last night. It appeared that

towards evening the rougher elements of the

population had begun to gather in the port.

The crowd of roughs first sacked the Govern

ment wine-shops and got thoroughly drunk.

Then began a regular orgy. They broke

down, robbed, and burned all they came

across. Some threw off their rags in the very

street and put on the clothing they had

stolen. Cases of eatables and wines were

broken open against the stone pavement, the

contents eagerly swallowed by the mob, and

empty wine-bottles were thrown over people's

heads and smashed against walls. The

workmen attempted to stop this senseless

pillage, but in vain. Unavailing also were

their efforts afterwards to restrain the mob by

force. The crowd of roughs had lost all

reason and nothing could control them.

At last troops arrived and began to shoot.

Wounded and killed fell by dozens. Maddened

by terror, some of the mob threw themselves

into the flames and were burned. Cries and

shrieks filled the streets. These dreadful

scenes lasted the whole night, and only at

daybreak the crowd began to disperse. Over

a thousand were shot down by the soldiers.

To-day there was a state of depression in

the city. The senseless outbreak had dis

organized the revolutionary forces and had

demoralized the soldiery. Martial law was

proclaimed in Odessa. One after another

new regiments were still arriving, and conflicts

were even now taking place in the streets.

To-day an attack on the workmen was ex

pected. The situation was becoming graver

and graverâ��prompt action was necessary.

I, with several members of the council,

went into the ward-room to talk matters over.

Something must be done to-day, as the

position of the workmen in Odessa was very

grave. But before any steps could be taken

the crew must be got together.

The drums beat the roll-call, and I went

up on the poop, where the crew was collect

ing. In the centre stood the group of

councillors and all round them the other

sailors. They soon filled the whole deck of

the poop, and some even got up on to the

tower where the twelve-inch guns stood.

Everyone looked grave and stood expectant,

and all eyes were turned to the council.
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Veha, which we had yesterday decided to use

as a hospital ship, was hoisted a flag with the

red cross.

About six o'clock the news spread that the

squadron was in sight. I rushed up to

the bridge and, taking a telescope from one

of the signalmen, looked at the horizon.

There one could just see the tops of several

masts.

Presently from somewhere came the

muffled notes of drums and bugles, others

nearer answered them, and then others again

from our deck, till the whole ship rang with

the rousing sounds of the call to quarters.

I had heard it many a time in practice

during my term of service, and yet in spite of

this it now seemed to me to have something

strange in it, something I had never heard

before, as if the men had put into it some of

the enthusiasm and the fighting spirit which

animated them at that moment.

Immediately all on board were roused as

by an electric shock. The men hurriedly

ran to their places, in a moment all was

ready, and in the general silence one could

hear the noise of the engines as the vessel

began to move. I came out on to the upper

deck. The Potemkin was pressing forward

at full speed, noisily cleaving the blue water.

To our right we saw the shore, and before

us, with tolerable clearness, the squadron.

Through a telescope we could distinguish

that it was made up of the battleships Three

Prelates, with the flag of the squadron's junior

commander, Rear-Admiral Vishnevetsky ; the

Georgiy Podiedonosetz, the Twelve Apostles,

a torpedo-cruiser, and six torpedo-boats.

Suddenly the squadron began to slow

down, and at length stopped altogether. The

Potemkin also went more slowly, and then

the wireless telegraph received a message

from the admiral's ship: " Sailors of the

Black Sea, we are deeply grieved at what

you have done. What do you want, mad

men?" We immediately sent the following

message to the admiral: " If you wish to

know what we want come on board the

Potemkin. We guarantee your absolute

safety." No answer came, and the Potemkin

once more moved forward. Seeing this the

squadron turned and made for the open sea

at full speed. We decided not to pursue it,

as there was reason to fear mines, and, turn

ing again towards Odessa, anchored in the

same place as before.

The crew were dismissed from their posts

and began to come out on deck. The news

of the squadron's flight was, of course, all over

the vessel, and the men were in a state of

great excitement. Caustic remarks were

hurled from all sides.

"Funked it, did they?"

" It isn't so interesting, then, to try the

Potemktn's shells."

The men's faith in the Potemktn's power

had now risen perceptibly.

" Our battleship must indeed be formidable

if the whole squadron ran away from it," they

said.

The incident raised everyone's spirits, and

dinner, in spite of the fact that owing to the

scarcity of provisions it consisted almost

entirely of biscuits and water, was a very

jovial meal.

Hardly was the frugal dinner finished

when the signalman brought us news that the

squadron was again in sight, and now with

the addition of two other battleships.

The men, so jovial a little while ago, all

looked extremely grave. From the fact that

the squadron was coming to meet us with

two other battleships it was evident that it

had serious intentions. Nevertheless, the

men were in good spirits, and it was evident

that nearly all were ready to stand to the end,

whatever it might be.

From time to time I ran up on the main

deck, from where I could see out of the gun-

ports for some distance. Each moment

brought us nearer the squadron. At last we

were near enough to recognise the vessels.

The new battleships were the Rotishw and

the Synop. The ships were coming towards

us in two columns, the battleships and the

torpedo-cruisers in front, the torpedo-

destroyer behind. The Potemkin, together

with the torpedo boat, which kept alongside

the whole time, made straight for the centre

of the first column. Soon we could see that

the vessels of the squadron were, like the

Potemkin, prepared for battle, with their

davits down and guns out. But when

we were about three hundred yards along

side from the squadron, sudden agitation

began among the crews on the Georgiy

Pobiedonosetz, the Twelve Apostles, and the

Synop. The sailors were pressing in crowds

out of the hatchways, and soon the decks

were covered with men. We kept straight

ahead. In a few moments we had met the

squadron, cutting into the middle of the

forward column so that the Synop and the

Georgiy, the Twelve Apostles and the three

torpedo-catchers were on our right, while

the Rotislav, the Three Prelates, the cruiser

Kazarsky, and the three other torpedo-

catchers were on our left. Slowly the

Potemkin levelled its guns on the passing
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Lieutenant Grigorkov, who had shot himself.

The rest yielded to the inevitable, and were

placed under arrest. Having been put on

hoard a launch they were taken to the side of

the Potemkin.

All the warrant-officers were left in their

positions as on our battleship, and one of

them, the first boatswain, was elected com

mander.

I was out on deck when the launch with

the officers came up. They sat in the boat,

pale, and surrounded by the convoy. In the

stern, by the steersman, sat Matushehenko

with a revolver in his hand. While they were

making the necessary preparations for the

torpedo-boat to tow the launch, some of the

officers noticed me. With evident astonish

ment they pointed me out to each other,

while some of our men were consulting with

me as to the best place to put them on shore.

At last the boat was taken in tow, and I came

to the ship's side with a genuine curiosity to

see these prisoners. There were several

officers among them with whom I was well

acquainted, but now we seemed perfect

strangers, as if we were seeing each other for

the first time. The torpedo boat moved off,

towing the launch after it in the direction of

the shore.

The Potemkin then resumed its original

position, and signalled to the Georgiy I'ubie-

donosetz to come up and anchor also. It

approached us at once, and as it passed the

Potemkin the crew saluted the senior vessel,

in accordance with all naval rules. The

crew was lined up on deck, on the bridge

and at the ladders stood the petty officers

very erect, saluting, while the bugles sounded

the signal of greeting. We replied with a

similar call, and I for my part, standing on

deck, had great pleasure in saluting our new

associates. There was a clanking of the

anchor-chain, and the Georgiy Pobiedonosctz

stopped a little astern of us.

The joy of the crew knew no bounds, for

now we had a little revolutionary squadron :

two men-of-war, a torpedo boat, and a hos

pital ship. With this force we could take

very strong measures.

In the evening the council was called in

the ward-room. A deputation from the

Georgiy Polnedonosetz was present and a

great many of our crew. Everyone was in

good spirits and the confidence in our

powers and the enthusiasm was at its height,

the noise of more than a hundred voices

filled the room, and I as president had no

light task to get silence to open the meeting.

Jt was then decided that, if our demands

were not complied with by the authorities

next day, we should begin action by sea and

land to take possession of the town.

Before going to bed I made the round of

the decks. The crew was sleeping soundly.

Only the night watch at their posts were

still discussing the events with unabated

animation.

That night I could not get to sleep for a

long time. My imagination drew vivid

pictures of the great possibilities before us.

Perhaps to-morrow, I thought, joining forces

with the revolted populace, we shall take the

town, and from there kindle the fire of a

general rebellion through the whole south.

Then will rise the already restless border

lands ; and even if that does not rouse the

central provinces, and so, in the struggle

against the yoke of the Czar's government,

the whole of Russia free itself, at any rate

the Caucasus, Finland, Poland, and my

native Ukraina will gain the long-wished-for

right of organizing the life of the people on

principles of the beginnings of liberty and

justice.

It was long past midnight when, tired

with the impressions of the day, I fell sound

asleep.

Early next morning I awoke with the

pleasant memory of what had happened the

day before. I had decided to keep a diary

of these interesting events, and was just

going to put down all that had happened

up till now when Dymcheuko, one of the

members of our council, came in. I saw by

his troubled face that he had brought bad

news.

" What has happened ? " I asked.

" Some of the Georgiy's council have just

arrived," he replied, sitting down on the edge

of my bunk, " to say that there is a split in

the crew."

" How do you mean a split ? "

" The greater number, headed by the com

mander and the other warrant-officers, insist

on going immediately to Sebastopol to treat

with the naval authorities, leaving the

Potemkin to do as it chooses. The council

and the more thinking part of the crew are

not strong enough to withstand this resolve."

" We must go there at once."

I dressed hastily and we both went up on

deck.

Dr. Golenko and I, with several other

members of our council, set out in the steam

launch.

When we came up to the Georgiy almost

the whole crew was assembled in the fore

castle. The launch stopped beside a ladder.



















1 he Stroke of the Hour.

By GILBERT PARliER.

HEY won't come to-nightâ��

sure."

The girl looked again to

wards the west, where, here

and there, bare polos, or

branches of trees, or slips of

underbrush marked a road made across the

plains through the snow. The sun was going

down golden red, folding up the sky, a wide

soft curtain of pink and mauve and deep

purple merging into the fathomless blue,

where already the stars were beginning to

quiver. The house stood on the edge of a

little forest, which had boldly asserted itself

in the wide flatness. At this point in the

west the prairie was about to merge into an

undulating territory where hill and wood

rolled away from the banks of the Saskatche

wan, making another England in beauty.

This forest was a sort of advance-post of

that land of beauty.

Yet there was beauty too on this prairie,

though there was nothing to the east but

snow and the forest as far as eye could see.

Nobility and peace and power brooded over

the white world.

As the girl looked, it seemed as though

the bosom of the land rose and fell. She

had felt this vibrating life beat beneath the

frozen surface. Now, as she gazed, she

smiled sadly to herself, with drooping eyelids

looking out from beneath strong brows.

" 1 know youâ��I know you," she said

aloud. " You've got to take your toll. And

when you're lying asleep like that or pretend

ing to, you reach upâ��and kill. And yet you

can be kindâ��ah, but you can be kind and

beautiful ! But you must have your toll one

way or t'other." She sighed and paused;

then, after a moment, looking along the trail,

" I don't expect they'll come to-night, and

mebbe not to-morrow, ifâ��if they stay forâ��

that!"

Her eyes closed, she shivered a little. Her

lips drew tight, and her face seemed suddenly

to get thinner. " But dad wouldn'tâ��no, he

couldn't, not considerin' " Again she

shut her eyes as though distressed.

Her face was now turned from the western

road by which she had expected her

travellers, and towards the east, where

already the snow was taking on a faint bluish

tint, a reflection of the sky deepening towards

night in that half-circle of the horizon. Dis

tant and a little bleak and cheerless this

half-circle was looking now.

'â�¢ No oneâ��not for two weeks," she said,

in comment on the eastern trail, which was

so little frequented in winter, and this year

had been less travelled than ever. " It

would be nice to have a neighbour," she

added, as she faced the west and the sinking

sun again. " I get so lonelyâ��just minutes I

get lonely. But it's them minutes that seem

to count more than all the rest when they

come. I expect that's itâ��we don't live in

months and years, but just in minutes. It

doesn't take long for an earthquake to do its

workâ��it's seconds then. . . . P'raps dad

won't even come to-morrow," she said, as she

laid her hand on the latch. " It never

seemed so long beforeâ��not even when he's

been away a week." She laughed bitterly.

" Even bad company's better than no com

pany at all. Sure. And Mickey has been

here always when dad's been away past

times. Mickey was a fool, but he was com

pany ; and mebbe he'd have been better

company if he'd been more of a scamp and

less a fool. I dunno, but I really think he

would. Had company doesn't put you

off so."

There was a scratching at the inside of the

door. " My, if I didn't forget Shako," she

said, " and he dying for a run."

She opened the door quickly, and out

jumped a Russian dog of almost full breed,

with big, soft eyes like those of his mistress,

and with the air of the north in every motion

â��like his mistress also.

" Come, Shako, a runâ��a run ! "

An instant after she was flying off on a

path towards the woods, her short skirts

flying and showing limbs as graceful and

shapely as any woman of that world of social

grace which she had never seen ; for she

was a prairie girl through and through, born

on the plains and fed on its scanty fareâ��

scanty as to variety, at least. Backwards

and forwards they ran, the girl shouting like

a child of tenâ��she was twenty threeâ��her

eyes flashing, her fine, square, white teeth

showing, her hands thrown up in sheer

excess of animal life, her hair blowing

Copj-right, in United Slates of America, ty Gilbert Parker, 1906.
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gazing into the fire. His lips moved as

though talking to himself, and the hand that

held the pipe lay forgotten on his knee.

" What have you to do with Haman ?"

she asked, slowly, her eyes burning.

" I want save himâ��I mus' give him free."

He tapped his breast. " It is here to mak'

him free." He still tapped his breast.

For a moment she stood frozen still, her

face thin and drawn and white ; then sud

denly the blood rushed back into her face

and a red storm raged in her eyes.

She thought of the sister, younger than

herself, whom Joel Haman had married and

driven to her grave within a yearâ��the sweet

Lucy, with the name of her father's mother.

All English Lucy had been in face and

tongue, a flower of the west, driven to dark

ness by this horse-dealing brute, who, before

he was arrested and tried for murder, was

about to marry Kate \Vimper. Kate Wimper

had stolen him from Lucy before Lucy's

first and only child was born, the child that

could not survive the warm mother-life with

drawn, and so had gone down the valley

whither the broken-hearted mother had fled.

Kate Wimper, who before that had waylaid

the one man for whom she herself had ever

cared, and drawn him from her side by such

attractions as she herself would keep for an

honest wife, if such she ever chanced to be.

And an honest wife she would have been hud

Kate Wimper not crossed the straight path

of her life. The man she had loved was

gone to his end also, reckless and hopeless,

after he had thrown away his chance of a

lifetime with Loisette Alroyd. There had

been left behind this girl, to whom tragedy

had come too young, who drank humiliation

with a heart as proud as ever straightly set

its course through crooked ways.

It had hurt her, twisted her nature a little,

given a fountain of bitterness to her soul,

which welled up and flooded her life some

times. It had given her face no sourness,

but it put a shadow into her eyes.

She had been glad when Haman was con

demned for murder, for she believed he had

committed it, and ten times hanging could

not compensate for that dear life gone from

their sightâ��Lucy, the pride of her father's

heart. She was glad when Haman was con

demned, because of the woman who had

stolen him from Lucy, because of that other

man, her lover gone out of her own life. The

new hardness in her rejoiced that now the

woman, if she had any heart at all, must have it

bowed down by this supreme humiliation and

wrung by the ugly tragedy of the hempen rope.

And now this man before her, this man

with a boy's face, with the dark luminous

eyes, whom she had saved from the frozen

plains, he had that in his breast which would

free Haman, so he had said. A fury had its

birth in her at that moment. Something

seemed to seize her brain and master it,

something so big that it held all her faculties

in perfect control, and she felt herself in an

atmosphere where all life moved round her

mechanically, she herself the only sentient

thing, so much greater than all she saw, or

all that she realized by her subconscious self.

Everything in the world seemed small. How

calm it was even with the fury within.

" Tell me," she said, quietlyâ��" tell me

how you are able to save Haman ? "

" He not kill Wakely. It is my brudder

Fadette dat kill and get away. Haman he

ees drunk, and everyt'ing seem to say Haman

he did it, an' everyone know Haman ees not

friend to Wakely. So the juree say he must

be hanging. But my brudder he go to die

with hawful bad cold quick, an' he send for the

priest an' for me, an' tell all. I go to Governor

with the priest, an' Governor gif me dat

writing here." He tapped his breast, then

took out a wallet and showed the paper to

her. " It is life of dat Haman, void. And

so I safe him for my brudder. Dat was a

bad boy, Fadette. He was bad all time since

he was a baby, an' I t'ink him pretty lucky to

die on his bed, an' get absolve, an' go to

purgatore. If he not have luck like dat he

go to perdition, an' stay there."

He sighed, and put the wallet back in his

breast carefully, his eyes half shut with

weariness, his handsome face drawn and

thin, his limbs lax with heaviness.

" If I get Akatoon before de time for dat,

I be happy in my heart, for dat brudder off

mine he get outof purgatore bime-bye, I t'ink."

His eyes were almost shut, but he drew

himself together with a great effort, and

added desperately : " No sleep. If 1 sleep it

ees all smash. Man say me I can get to

Akatoon by dat time from here, if I go quick

way across lak'â��it is all frozen now, dat

lak'â��an' down dat Foxtail Hills. Ees it so,

ma'm'selle ? "

" By the ' quick ' way if you can make it in

time," she said ; " but it is no way for the

stranger to go. There are always bad spots

on the iceâ��it is not safe. You could not

find your way."

" I mus' get dere in time," he said, des

perately.

" You can't do itâ��alone," she said. " Do

you want to risk all and lose ? "
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He frowned in self-suppression. " Long

wayâ��I no can get dere in time ? " he asked.

She thought a moment. " No ; it can't

be done by the long way. But there is

another wayâ��a third trail, the trail the

Gover'ment men made a year ago when they

came to survey. It is a good trail. It is

blazed in the woods and staked on the plains.

You cannot miss. Butâ��but there is so little

time." She looked at the clock on the wall.

" You cannot leave here much before sunrise,

andâ��

" I will leef when de moon rise, at eleven,"

he interjected.

"You have had no sleep for two nights,

and no food. You can't last it out," she

said, calmly.

The deliberate look on his face deepened

to stubbornness.

" It ees my vow to my brudderâ��he ees

in purgatore. I mus' do it," he rejoined,

with an emphasis there was no mistaking.

" You can show me dat way ? "

She went to a drawer and took out a piece

of paper. Then, with a point of blackened

stick, as he watched her and listened, she

swiftly drew his route for him.

" Yes, I get it in my head," he said. " I

go dat way, but I wishâ��I wish it was dat

quick way. I have no fear, not'ing. I go

w'en dat moon riseâ��I go, bicn sur."

" You must sleep, then, while I get some

food for you." She pointed to a couch in a

corner. "I will wake you when the moon

rises."

For the first time he seemed to realize her,

for a moment to leave the thing which con

sumed him, and put his mind upon her.

" You not happyâ��you not like me here?"

he asked, simply ; then added, quickly, " I am

not bad man like my brudderâ��no."

Her eyes rested on him for a moment as

though realizing him, while some thought was

working in her mind behind.

" No, you are not a bad man," she said.

" Men and women are equal on the plains.

You have no fearâ��I have no fear."

He glanced at the rifles on the walls, then

back at her. " My mudderâ��she was good

woman. I am glad she not lif to know what

Fadette do." His eyes drank her in for a

minute, then he said, "I go sleep now,

t'ank youâ��till moontime."

In a moment his deep breathing filled the

roomâ��the only sound save for the fire

within and the frost outside.

Time went on. The night deepened.

Loisette sat beside the fire, but her body

was half-turned from it towards the man on

the sofa. She was not agitated outwardly,

but within there was that fire which burns up

life and hope and all the things that come

between us and great issues. It had burned

up everything in her except one thought, one

powerful motive. She had been deeply

wronged, and justice had been about to give

" an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth."

But the man lying there had come to sweep

away the scaffolding of justiceâ��he had come

for that.

Perhaps he might arrive at Akatoon before

the stroke of the hour, but still he would be

too late, for in her pocket now was the

Governors reprieve. The man had slept

soundly. His wallet was still in his breast;

but the reprieve was with her !

If he left without discovering his loss, and

got well on his way and even knew it then, it

would be too late. If he returnedâ��she only

saw one step before her, she would wait for

that, and deal with it when it came. She

was thinking of Lucy, of her own lover

ruined and gone. She was calm in her

madness.

At the first light of the moon she roused

him. She had put food into his fur-coat

pocket, and after a bowl of hot pea-soup,

while she told him his course again, she opened

the door, and he passed out into the night.

He started forward without a word, but came

back again and caught her hand.

" Pardon" he said; " I go forget everything

except dat. But I t'ink what you do for me,

it ees better than all my life. Bun stir, I

will come again, when I get my mind to

myself. Ah, but you are beautibul," he said,

" an' you not happy. Well, I come againâ��

yes, <i Diett 1"

He was gone into the night, with the moon

silvering the sky, and the steely frost eating

into the sentient life of this northern world.

Inside the house, with the bearskin blind

dropped at the window again, and the fire

blazing high, Loisette sat with the Governor's

reprieve in her hand. Looking at it, she

wondered why it had been given to Ba'tiste

Caron, and not to a police-officer. Ah, yes,

it was plain. Ba'tiste was a woodsman and

plainsman, and could go far more safely than

a policeman, and faster. Ba'tiste had reason

for going fast, and he would travel night and

dayâ��he was travelling night and day indeed.

And now Ba'tiste might get there, but the

reprieve would not. He would not be able

to stop the hanging of Joel Hamanâ��the

hanging of Joel Haman.

A change came over her. Her eyes
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pursuing a ricochet

motion, in that case,

of course, not return

ing to the thrower.

Very often a boom

erang appears to be merely a common

crooked stick, although in reality, it is a

Killing a small animal with a boomerang thrown to the ground,

along which it travels with a ricochet movement.

B<x>merang thrown right round a building, circuit about 3ooft.

weapon upon which much time and care

have been spent. Mr. Horace Baker, who

has made a particular study of these .objects,

lOfuJ

.__ says he believts

Bringing down a bird. Boomerang,

after striking bird, turned sharply

and returned in almost same direc

tion as that from which it was

thrown.

it is.possible to

make a boomer

ang by exact

mathematical

calculation, al

though he has

not yet been

able to do this.

He has made

two, apparently

alike in every

particular, yet

while one rose

buoyantly in j

the air, the

other fell dead

because of

some untrue

adjustment of

the angles of

its faces.

In the hands

of a skilful

Australian native a good boomerang will

follow the most remarkable courses in its

flights, so re

markable, in

deed, that these

almost need to

be seen to be

believed. As

has often been

said, the weapon

is literally like

the Irishman's

gun â�� it will

shoot round a

corner. A boomerang

can be thrown right

round a building or

tree, and come back

to the thrower; it

can be hurled at a bird on the wing, knock

the creature down with its rotating arms,

and return to its owner. Some diagrams

are given showing a few typical boomer

ang flights which can easily be effected

by any skilful

Australian

tribesman. ,

erang is used

The boom- ,^% //

for

various

purposes by

the natives

New South

W a 1e s and

Queensland. The

children find it a

fruitful source of

amusement and

spend a good

'deal of time in

perfecting them

selves in its use.

Then it is used

in hunting, when

its curious flight â�¢ :

.of

f

_ Boomerang rose looft., did

. double twist and fell at

JL

300

thrower's flel.

renders it invaluable. For instance, it can

be thrown at a flock of ducks or wild-fowl

After going ispft. boomerang revolved in perpendicular plane,

then turned off, and finally fell at thrower's feet. Time ictsec. ;

greatest height (,oft.

on a river or marsh, knocking down one or

more and returning to its user, instead of

being lost in the morass. Then in the pursuit

Boomerang after reaching limit in direction thrown took a turn, passed

behind thrower, rose to Soft., turned to right, and fell in front of thrower.

of the kangaroo

and other ani

mals, the hunts

man can hide

behind a bush

or rising of the

ground and aim

at his quarry

without himself

being seen. Such

a weapon must

naturally have
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into an attitude suggestive of petrified virtue,

lately discovered.

"One's own pooi self," observed Mr.

Pennycoop, in accents of proud humilityâ��

"insults that are merely personal one can

put up with. Though even there," added

the senior churchwarden, with momentary

descent towards the plane of human nature,

"nobody cares to have it hinted publicly

across the vestry table that one has chosen

to collect from the left side for the express

purpose of artfully passing over one's own

family."

"The children have always had their

threepenny-bits ready waiting in their hands,"

explained Mrs. Pennycoop, indignantly.

" It's the sort of thing he says merely for

the sake of making a disturbance," continued

the senior churchwarden. " It's the things

he does I draw the line at."

" The things he has done, you mean,

dear," laughed the little woman, with the

accent on the " lias." " It is all over now,

and we are going to be rid of him. I expect,

dear, if we only knew, we should find it was

his liver. You know, George, I remarked to

you the first day that he came how pasty he

looked and what a singularly unpleasant

mouth he had. People can't help these

things, you know, dear. One should look

upon them in the light of afflictions and be

sorry for them."

" I could forgive him doing what he does

if he didn't seem to enjoy it," said the senior

churchwarden. " But, as you say, dear, he

is going, and all I hope and pray is that we

never see his like again."

" And you'll come with me to call upon

him, George," urged kind little Mrs. Penny-

coop. " After all, he has been our vicar for

three years, and he must be feeling it, poor

manâ��whatever he may pretendâ��going away

like this, knowing that everybody is glad to

see the back of him."

"Well, I sha'n't say anything I don't really

feel," stipulated Mr. Pennycoop.

"That will be all right, dear," laughed his

wife, " so long as you don't say what you do

feel. And we'll both of us keep our temper,"

further suggested the little woman, " whatever

happens. Remember, it will be for the last

time."

Little Mrs. Pennycoop's intention was

kind and Christianlike. The Rev. Augustus

Cracklethorpe would be quitting Wychwood-

on the-Heath the following Monday, never to

set footâ��so the Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe

himself and every single member of his con

gregation hoped sincerelyâ��in the neighbour

hood again. Hitherto no pains had been

taken on either side to disguise the mutual

joy with which the parting was looked for

ward to. The Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe,

M.A., might possibly have been of service to

his Church in, say, some East-end parish of

unsavoury reputation, some mission station

far advanced amid the hordes of heathendom.

There his inborn instinct of antagonism to

everybody and everything surrounding him,

his unconquerable disregard for other people's

views and feelings, his inspired conviction

that everybody but himself was bound to be

always wrong about everything, combined

with determination to act and speak fear

lessly in such belief, might have found their

uses. In picturesque little Wychwood-on-

the-Heath, among the Kentish hills, retreat

beloved of the retired tradesman, the spinster

of moderate means, the reformed Bohemian

developing latent instincts towards respect

ability, these qualities made only for scandal

and disunion.

For the past two years the Rev. Crackle-

thorpe's parishioners, assisted by such other

of the inhabitants of \Vychwood-on-the-Heath

as had happened to come into personal con

tact with the reverend gentleman, had sought

to impress upon him, by hints and innuendoes

difficult to misunderstand, their cordial and

daily-increasing dislike of him, both as a

parson and a man. Matters had come

to a head by the determination officially

announced to him that, failing other

alternatives, a deputation of his leading

parishioners would wait upon his bishop.

This it was that had brought it home to the

Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe that, as the

spiritual guide and comforter of Wychwood-

on-the-Heath, he had proved a failure. The

Rev. Augustus had sought and secured the

care of other souls. The following Sunday

morning he had arranged to preach his fare

well sermon, and the occasion promised to

be a success from every point of view.

Churchgoers who had not visited St. Jude's

for months had promised themselves the

luxury of feeling they were listening to the

Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe for the last

time. The Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe

had prepared a sermon that for plain speak

ing and directness was likely to leave an

impression. The parishioners of St. Jude's,

Wychwood-on-the-Heath, had their failings,

as we all have. The Rev. Augustus flattered

himself that he had not missed out a

single one, and was looking forward with

pleasurable anticipation to the sensation

that his remarks, from his " firstly" to
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of affectionate regard, that no time had been

left to him to think of other matters. Not till

he entered the vestry at five minutes to eleven

did recollection of his farewell sermon come

to him. It haunted him throughout the

service. To deliver it after the revelations

of the last three days would be impossible.

It was the sermon that Moses might have

preached to Pharaoh the Sunday prior to the

exodus. To crush with it this congregation

of broken-hearted adorers sorrowing for his

departure would be inhuman. The Rev.

Augustus tried to think of passages that

might be selected, altered. There were

none. From beginning to end it con

tained not a single sentence capable of

â�¢ being made to sound pleasant by any

ingenuity whatsoever.

The Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe climbed

slowly up the pulpit steps without an idea in

his head of what he was going to say. The

sunlight fell upon the upturned faces of a

crowd that filled every corner of the church.

So happy, so buoyant a congregation the

eyes of the Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe

had never till that day looked down upon.

The feeling came to him that he did not

want to leave them. That they did not wish

him to go, could he doubt ? Only by regard

ing them as a collection of the most shame

less hypocrites ever gathered together under

one roof. The Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe

dismissed the passing suspicion as a sugges

tion of the Evil One, folded the neatly-

written manuscript that lay before him on

the desk, and put it aside. He had no need

of a farewell sermon. The arrangements .

made could easily be altered. The Rev.

Augustus Cracklethorpe spoke from his

pulpit for the first time an impromptu.

The Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe wished

to acknowledge himself in the wrong.

Foolishly founding his judgment upon the

evidence of a few men, whose names there

would be no need to mention, members of

the congregation who, he hoped, would one

day be sorry for the misunderstandings they

had caused, brethren whom it was his duty

to forgive, he had assumed the parishioners

of St. Jude's, Wychwood-on-the-Heath, to

have taken a personal dislike to him. He

wished to publicly apologize for the injustice

he had unwittingly done to their heads and

to their hearts. He now had it from their

own lips that a libel had beenfput upon

them. So far from their wishing his de

parture, it was self-evident that his going

would inflict upon them a great sorrow.

With the knowledge he now possessed of the

respectâ��one might almost say the veneration

â��with which the majority of that congrega

tion regarded himâ��knowledge, he admitted,

acquired somewhat lateâ��it was clear to him

he could still be of help to them in their

spiritual need. To leave a flock so devoted

would stamp him as an unworthy shepherd.

The ceaseless stream of regrets at his

departure that had been poured into his ear

during the last four days he had decided at

the last moment to pay heed to. He would

remain with themâ��on one condition.

There quivered across the sea of humanity

below him a movement that might have

suggested to a more observant watcher the

convulsive clutchings of some drowning man

at some chance straw. But the Rev.

Augustus Cracklethorpe was thinking of

himself.

The parish was large and he was no longer

a young man. Let them provide him with a

conscientious and energetic curate. He had

such a one in his mind's eye, a near relation

of his own, who, for a small stipend that was

hardly worth mentioning, would, he knew it

for a fact, accept the post. The pulpit was

not the place in which to discuss these matters,

but in the vestry afterwards he would be

pleased to meet such members of the congre

gation as might choose to stay.

The question agitating the majority of the

congregation during the singing of the hymn

was the time it would take them to get outside

the church. There still remained a faint hope

that the Rev. Augustus Cracklethorpe, not

obtaining his curate, might consider it due

to his own dignity to shake from his feet the

dust of a parish generous in sentiment, but

obstinately close-fisted when it came to

putting its hands into its pockets.

But for the parishioners of St. Jude's that

Sunday was a day of misfortune. Before

there could be any thought of moving, the

Rev. Augustus raised his surpliced arm and

begged leave to acquaint them with the

contents of a short note that had just been

â�¢ handed up to him. It would send them all

home, he felt sure, with joy and thankful

ness in their hearts. An example of Christian

benevolence was among them that did honour

to the Church.

Here a retired wholesale clothier from the

East-end of Londonâ��a short, tubby gentle

man who had recently taken the Manor

Houseâ��was observed to turn scarlet.

A gentleman hitherto unknown to them

had signalled his advent among them by an

act of munificence that should prove a shining

example to all rich men. Mr. Horatio
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The four children had taken advantage of

the moment's pause, before the crowd turned

to fly, to edge themselves and drag each other

into an arched doorway.

Now they each drew a long breath and

looked at the others.

" We're well out of that" said Cyril.

" Yes," said Anthea; " but I do wish the

poor men hadn't been driven back before

they could get to the King. He might have

done something (or them."

" Not if he was the one in the Bible he

wouldn't," said Jane. " He had a hard

heart."

" Ah, that was the Moses one," Anthea

explained. " The ]oseph one was quite

different. I should like to see Pharaoh's

house â�� I wonder whether it's like the

Egyptian Court in the Crystal Palace ? "

" I thought we decided to try to get taken

on in a temple ? " said Cyril, in injured tones.

" Yes ; but we've got to get to know some

one first. Couldn't we make friends with a

temple door-keeper? We might gi\e him the

padlock or something. I wonder which are

temples and which are palaces," added Robert,

glancing across the market-place to where an

enormous gateway with huge side buildings

towered towards the sky. To right and left

of it were other buildings only a little less

magnificent.

" Did you wish to find the temple of

Amen-Ra ? " asked a soft voice behind them,

" or the temple of Mut ? or the temple of

Khonsu ? "

They turned to find beside them a young

man. He was shaved clean from head to

foot, and on his feet were light papyrus

sandals. He was clothed in a linen tunic of

white, embroidered heavily. He was gay

with anklets, bracelets, armlets of gold, richly

inlaid. He wore a big ring on his finger and

he had a short jacket of gold embroidery,

something like the Zouave soldiers wear, and

on his neck was a gold collar with many

amulets hanging from it. But among the

amulets the children could see none like

theirs.

" It doesn't matter which temple," said

Cyril, frankly.

"Tell me your mission," said the young

man. "I am a divine father of the temple

of Amen-Ra, and perhaps I can help you."

" Well," said Cyril, " we've come from the

great empire on which the sun never sets."

" I thought somehow that you'd come from

some odd, out-of-the-way spot," said the priest,

with courtesy.

"And we've seen a good many palaces.

We thought we should like to see a temple

for a change," said Robert.

"Have you brought gifts to the temple?"

asked the priest, cautiously.

" We have got some gifts," said Cyril, with

equal caution. " You see, there's magic

mixed up in it. So we can't tell you every

thing. But we don't want to give our gifts

for nothing."

" Beware how you insult the god," said the

priest, sternly. " I also can do magic. I

can make a waxen image of you, and I can

say words which, as the wax image melts

before the fire, will make you dwindle away

and at last perish miserably."

" Pooh ! " said Cyril, stoutly, " that's

nothing, /can makejire itself ! "

" I should like to see you do it," said the

priest, unbelievingly.

" Well, you shall," said Cyril; " nothing

easier. Just stand close round me."

" Do you need no preparation â��no fasting,

no incantations ?'' The priest's tone was

incredulous.

" The incantation's quite short," said Cyril,

taking the hint, " and as for fasting, it's not

needed in my sort of magic. Hey, prestoâ��

Union Jack, printing press, gunpowder, Rule

Britannia, come, Fire, at the end of this little

stick !"

He had pulled a match from his pocket,

and as he ended the incantation, which con

tain; 1 no words that it seemed likely the

Egyptian had ever heard, he stooped and

struck the match on his boot. He stood up,

shielding the flame with one hand.

"See?" he said, with modest pride.

"Here, take it into your hand."

" No, thank you," said the priest, swiftly

backing. " Can you do that again ? "

" Yes."

" Then come with me to the great double

house of Pharaoh. He loves good magic,

and he will raise you to honour and glory.

There's no need of secrets between initiates,"

he went on, confidentially. "The fact is, I

am out of favour at present owing to a little

matter of failure of prophecy. I told him a

beautiful princess would be sent to him from

Syria, and lo! a woman thirty years old

arrived. But she was a beautiful woman not

so long ago. Time is only a mode of thought,

you know."

The children thrilled to the familiar words.

" So you know that too, do you ? " said

Cyril.

" It is part of the mystery of all magic, is

it not ? " said the priest. " Now, if I bring

you to Pharaoh, the little unpleasantness I
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on her, " because of the voice of the free

people who are shouting for bread and onions

and beer and a long midday rest. If the

people had what they wanted, he could do

more."

"A rude-spoken girl," said Pharaoh.

" Give the dogs what they want," he said,

without turning his head. " Let them have

their rest and their extra rations. There are

plenty of slaves to work."

A richly-dressed official hurried out.

" You will be the idol of the people,"

Rekh-mara whispered, joyously ; " the temple

of Amen will not contain their offerings."

Cyril struck another match, and all the

Court was overwhelmed with delight and

wonder. And when Cyril took the candle

from his pocket and lighted it with the

match, and then held the burning candle up

before the King, the enthusiasm knew no

bounds.

"O greatest of all, before whom sun and

moon and stars bow down," said Rekh-mara,

insinuatingly, " am I pardoned ? Is my

innocence made plain ? "

" As plain as it ever will be, I dare say,"

said Pharaoh, shortly. " Get along with you.

You are pardoned. Go in peace." The

priest went, with lightning swiftness.

" And what," said the King, suddenly, " is

it that moves in that sack ? Show me, O

strangers."

There was nothing for it but to show the

psammead.

" Seize that monkey," said Pharaoh, care

lessly ; " it will be a nice little noveliy for my

wild beast collection."

And instantly, the entreaties of the children

availing as little as the bites of the psam

mead, though both bites and entreaties were

fervent, it was carried away from before their

eyes.

" Oh, do be careful! " cried Anthea ; " at

least keep it dry ! Keep it in its sacred

house !"

She held up the embroidered bag.

" It's a magic creature/' cried Robert ;

" it's simply priceless."

" You've no right to take it away," cried

Jane, incautiously ; " it's a shameâ��a bare

faced robbery, that's what it is."

There was an awful silence. Then Pharaoh

spoke.

" Take the sacred house of the beast from

them," he said, "and imprison all. To-night

after supper it may be our pleasure to see

mure magic. Guard them well, and do not

torture themâ��yet! "

" Oh, dear," sobbed Jane, as they were led

Vol. xxxi.â��15.

away, " I knew exactly what it would be!

Oh, I wish you hadn't! "

"Shut up, silly," said Cyril. "You know

you would come to Kgypt. It was your own

idea entirely. Shut up. It'll be all right."

" I thought we should play ball with

Queens," sobbed Jane ; "and now every

thing's going to be perfectly horrid."

The room they were shut up in was a

room, and not a dungeon, as the elder ones

had feared. That, as Anthea said, was one

comfort. There were paintings on the wall

that at any other time would have been most

interesting. And a sort of low couch, and

chairs.

When they were alone Jane breathed a

sigh of relief.

" Now we can get home all right!" she

said.

" And leave the psammead ? " said Anthea,

reproachfully.

" Wait a sec. I've got an idea," cried

Cyril. He pondered for a few moments.

Then he began hammering on the heavy

cedar door. It opened, and a guard put in

his head.

" Stop that row," he said, sternly, "or "

" Look here," Cyril interrupted, " it's very

dull for you just doing nothing but guard us.

Wouldn't you like to see some magic? We're

not too proud to do it for youâ��wouldn't you

like to see it ? "

" I don't mind if I do," said the guard.

" Well, then, you get us that monkey of ours

that was taken away, and we'll show you."

" How do I know you're not making game

of me ? " asked the soldier. " Shouldn't

wonder if you only wanted to get the creature

so as to set it on to me. I dare say its teeth

and claws are poisonous."

"Well, look here," said Robert. "You

see we've got nothing with us ? You just

shut the door, and open it again in five

minutes, and we'll have got a magicâ��oh, I

don't knowâ��a magic flower in a pot for

you."

"If you can do that, you can do any

thing," said the soldier, and he went out and

barred the door.

Then, of course, they held up the amulet,

walked home through it, and came back with

a scarlet geranium in full flower, from the

staircase window of the Fitzroy Street house.

" Well," said the soldier, when he came

in, " I really am surprised ! "

" We can do much more wonderful things

than thatâ��oh, ever so much," said Anthea,

persuasively, " if we only have our monkey.

And here's two pence for yourself."









































SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER VI.

IN WHICH LADY ERMYNTRUDE OPENS THE

IRON COFFER.

S in a dream Nigel heard these

stupendous and incredible

words. As in a dream also he

had a vision of a smiling and

conciliatory Abbot, of an ob

sequious sacrist, and of a band

of archers who cleared a path for him and

for the King's messenger through the motley

crowd who had choked the entrance of the

Abbey Court. A minute later he was walk

ing by the side of Chandos through the

peaceful cloister, and in front, in the open

archway of the great gate, was the broad

yellow road between its borders of green

meadowland. The spring air was the sweeter

and the more fragrant for that chill dread of

dishonour and captivity which had so recently

frozen his ardent heart. He had already

passed the portal when a hand plucked at his

sleeve, and he turned to find himself con

fronted by the brown, honest face and bold

eyes of the archer who had interfered in his

behalf.

" Well," said Aylward, " what have you to

say to me, young sir ? "

" What can I say, my good fellow, save

that I thank you with all my heart ? By

St. Paul, if you had been my blood-

brother you could not have stood by me

more stoutly."

" Nay ; but this is not enough."

Nigel coloured with vexation, and the more

so as Chandos was listening with his critical

smile to their conversation.

" If you had heard what was said in the

court," said he, "you would understand that I

am not blessed at this moment with much of

this world's gear. The Black Death and the

monks have between them been heavy upon

our estate. Willingly would I give you a

handful of gold for your assistance, since

that is what you seem to crave, but indeed I

have it not, and so, once more, I say that

you must be satisfied with my thanks."

" Your gold is nothing to me," said Ayl

ward, shortly, " nor would you buy my loyalty

if you filled my hufken with rose-nobles so

long as you were not a man after my own

heart. But I have seen you back the yellow

horse and I have seen you face the Abbot

of Waverley, and you are such a master as

I would very gladly serve if you have by

chance a place for such a man. I have seen

your following, and I doubt not that they

were stout fellows in your grandfather's time,

but which of them now could draw a bow

string to his ear ? Through you I have left

the service of the Abbey of Waverley, and

where can I look now for a post ? If I stay

here I am all undone like a fretted bow

string."

"Nay, there can be no hindrance there,"

said Chandos. " Pardieu ! a roystering,

swaggering, dare-devil archer is worth his

price on the French border. There are two

hundred such who march behind my own

person, and I would ask nothing better than

to see you amongst them."

" I thank you, noble sir, for your offer,"

said Aylward, " and I had rather follow your

banner than many another one, for it is well

known that it goes ever forward, and I have

heard enough of the wars to know that there

are small pickings for the man who lags

behind. Yet, if the squire will have me, I

would choose to fight under the five roses of

Loring, for though I was born in the hundred

of Ease, ourne and the rape of Chichester,

yet I have grown up and learned to use the

long-bow in these parts, and as the free son

of a free franklin I had rather serve my own

neighbour than a stranger."

"My good fellow," said Nigel, "I have told

you that I could in no wise reward you for

such service."

" If you will but take me to the wars, I

will see to my own reward," said Aylward.

" Till then I ask for none, save a corner of

your table and six feet of your floor, for it is

certain that the only reward I would get

from the Abbey for this day's work would be

the scourge for my back and the stocks for

my ankles. Samkin Aylward is your man,

Squire Nigel, from this hour on, and by these

ten finger-bones he trusts the devil will fly

away with him if ever he gives you cause to

regret it." So saying, he raised his hand to

his steel cap in salute, slung his great yellow

bow over his back, and followed on some

paces in the rear of his new master.

" Pardieu ! I have arrived Â£ la bonne

heure," said Chandos. " I rode from

Windsor and came to your manor-house to

find it empty save for a fine old dame, who

told me of your troubles. From her I

walked across to the Abbey, and none too

soon, for what with clothyard shafts for your

body, and bell, book, and candle for your

soul, it was no very cheerful outlook. But
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extended from the bath. " By St. Paul, what

could I ask better in the world ? I fear to leave

her, for she has none other to care for her.

But if it can in any way be arranged "

"The King's hand may smooth it out. Say

no more until he is here. But if you wish to

ride with me "

"What could man wish for more? Is

there a squire in England who would not

serve under the banner of Chandos ? Whither

do you go, fair sir ? And when do you go ?

Is it to Scotland ? Is it to Ireland ? Is it

to France? But alas, alas!"

The eager face had clouded. For the

instant lie had forgotten that a suit of armour

was as much beyond his means as a service

of gold plate Down in a twinkling came

all his high hopes to the ground. Oh, these

sordid material things, which come between

our dreams and their fulfilment! The squire

of such a knight must dress with the best.

Yet all the fee simple of Tilford would scarce

suffice for one suit of plate.

Chandos with his quick wit and knowledge

of the world had guessed the cause of this

sudden change.

" If you light under my banner it is for me

to find the weapons," said he. " Nay, I will

not be denied."

But Nigel shook his head sadly.

" It may not be. The Lady Ermyntrude

would sell this old house and every acre

round it ere she would permit me to accept

this gracious bounty which you offer. Yet I

do not despair, for only last week I won for

myself a noble war-horse, for which 1 paid

not a penny, so perchance a suit of armour

may also come my way."

" And how won you the horse ? "

" It was given me by the monks of

Waverley."

" This is wonderful. Pardieu ! I should

have expected, from what I have seen, that

they would have given you little save their

malediction."

"They had no use for the horse, and they

gave it to me."

" Then we have only to find someone who

has no use for a suit of armour and will give

it to you. Yet I trust that you will think

better of it and let meâ��since that good lady

proves that I am your kinsmanâ��fit you for

the wars."

" I thank you, noble sir, and if I should

turn to anyone it would indeed be to you,

but there are other ways which I would try

first. But I pray you, good Sir John, to tell

me of some of your noble spear-runnings

against the French, for the whole land rings

with the tale of your deeds, and I have heard

that in one morning three champions have

fallen before your lance. Was it not so ? "

" That it was indeed so these scars upon

my body will prove; but these were the

follies of my youth."

" How can you call them follies ? Are

they not the means by which honourable

advancement may be gained and one's lady

exalted ? "

" It is right that you should think so,

Nigel. At your age a man should have a

hot head and a high heart. I also had both,

and fought for my lady's glove or for my vow,

or for the love of fighting. But as one grows

older and commands men one has other

things to care for. One thinks less of one's

own honour and more of the safety of the

army. It is not your own spear, your own

sword, your own arm which will turn the

tide of fight, but a cool head may save a

stricken field. He who knows when his

horsemen should charge and when they

should fight on foot, he who can mix his

archers with his men-at-arms in such a fashion

that each can support the other, he who can

hold up his reserve and pour it into the battle

when it may turn the tide, he who has a quick

eye for boggy land and broken ground, that

is the man who is of more worth to an army

than Roland, Oliver, and all the Paladins."

" Yet if his knights fail him, honoured sir,

all his headwork will not prevail."

"True enough, Nigel ; so may every squire

ride to the wars with his soul on fire, as yours

is now. But I must linger no longer, for the

King's service must be done. I will dress,

and when I have bid farewell to the noble

Dame Ermyntrude I will on to Farnham,

but you will see me here again on the day

that the King comes."

So Chandos went his way that evening,

walking his horse through the peaceful lanes

and twanging his citole as he went, for he

loved music and was famous for his merry

songs. The cottagers came from their huts,

and laughed and clapped as the rich, full

voice swelled and sank to the cheery tinkling

of the strings. There were few who saw him

pass that would have guessed that the quaint,

one-eyed man with the yellow hair was the

toughest fighter and craftiest man of war in

Europe. Once only, as he entered Farnham,

an old broken man-at-arms ran out in his

rags and clutched at his horse as a dog

gambols round his master. Chandos threw

him a kind word and a gold coin as he passed

on to the Castle.

In the meanwhile young Nigel and the
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" Yes, Nigel ; he would have it so. I can

hear his whisper in my ear. Honour to him

was everythingâ��the rest nothing. Take it

from me, Nigel, ere my heart weakens.

To-morrow you will ride with it to Guildford,

you will see Thorold the goldsmith, and you

will raise enough money to pay for all that

we shall need for the King's coming." She

turned her face away to hide the quivering of

her wrinkled features, and the crash of the

iron lid covered the sob which burst from

her overwrought soul.

he met with a harsher greeting. It was from

a tall, white headed, red-faced man whom

they met upon the moor.

CHAPTER VII.

HOW NIGEL WENT MARKETING TO

GUILDFORD.

IT was on a bright June morning that young

Nigel, with youth and springtime to make his

heart light, rode upon his errand from Tilford

to Guildford town. Beneath him was his

great yellow war-horse, caracoling and curvet

ing as he went, as blithe and free of spirit as

his master. In all England one would scarce

have found upon that morning so high-

mettled and so debonair a pair. The sandy

road wound through groves of fir, where the

breeze came soft and fragrant with resinous

gums, or over heathery downs, which rolled

away to north and to south, vast and un-

tenanted, for on the uplands the soil was

poor and water scarce. Over Crooksbury

Common he passed, and then across the

great heath of Puttenham, following a

sandy path which wound amid the bracken

and the heather, for he meant to strike

the Pilgrims' Way where it turns east

ward from Farnham and from Scale. As

he rode he continually felt his saddle-bag

with his hand, for in it, securely strapped,

he had placed the precious treasures of the

Lady Ermyntrude. As he saw the grand

tawny neck tossing before him and felt the

easy heave of the great horse and heard the

muffled drumming of his hoofs, he could have

sung and shouted with the joy of living.

Behind him, upon the little brown pony

which had been Nigel's former mount, rode

Samkin Aylward, the bowman, who had

taken upon himself the duties of personal

attendant and bodyguard. His great

shoulders and breadth of frame seemed

dangerously top-heavy upon the tiny steed,

but he ambled along, whistling a merry lilt,

and as light-hearted as his master. There

was no countryman who had not a nod, and

no woman who had not a smile, for the jovial

bowman, who rode for the most part with his

face over his shoulder, staring at the last

petticoat which had passed him. Once only

" Good morrow, dear father," cried Ayl

ward. " How is it with you at Crooksbury ?

And how is the new black cow, and the ewes

from Alton, and Mary the dairymaid, and all

your gear ? " â�¢

" It ill becomes you to ask, you ne'er-do-

weel," said the old man. " You have angered

the monks of \Vaverley, whose tenant I am,

and they would drive me out of my farm.

Yet there are three more years to run, and,

do what they may, I will bide till then. But

little did I think that I should lose my home

stead through you, Samkin, and, big as you

are, I would knock the dust out of that green

jerkin with a good hazel switch if I had you

at Crooksbury."

" Then you shall do it to-morrow morning,

good father, for I will come and see you

then. But indeed I did not do more at

Waverley than you would have done your

self. Look me in the eye, old hot-head, and

tell me if you would have stood by while the

last Loringâ��look at him, as he rides, with

his head in the air and his soul in the clouds

â��was shot down before my very eyes at

the bidding of that fat monk ! If you would,

then I disown you as my father."

" Nay, Samkin, if it was like that, then per

haps what you did was not so far amiss. But

it is hard to lose the old farm when my very

heart is buried deep in the good brown soil."

" Tut, man, there are three years to run,

and what may not happen in three years ?

Before that time I shall have gone to the

wars, and when I have opened a French

strong-box or two you can buy the good

brown soil and snap your fingers at Abbot

John and his bailiffs. Am I not as proper a

man as Tom Withstaff of Churt ? And yet

he came back after six months with his

pockets full of rose-nobles and a French

wench on either arm."

" Heaven preserve us from the wenches,

Samkin ; but indeed I think that if there is

money to be gathered you are as likely to

get your fist full as any man who goes to the

war. But hasten, lad, hasten ! Already your

young master is over the brow."

Thus admonished, the archer waved his

gauntleted hand to his father and, digging

his heels into the sides of his little pony, soon

drew up with the squire. Nigel glanced over

his shoulder and slackened speed until the

pony's head was up to his saddle.

" Have I not heard, archer," said he, " that

an outlaw has been loose in these parts ? "
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Already there was a hot sun, and just breeze

enough to send the dust flying down the

road, so they were glad to clear their throats

with a glass of beer at the ale-stake in the

village, where the fair ale-wife gave Nigel a

cold farewell because he had no attentions

for her, and Aylward a box on the ear because

he had too many.

On the farther side of Puttenham the road

runs through thick woods of oak and beech,

with a tangled undergrowth of fern and

bramble. Here they met a patrol of sergeants-

of-arms, tall fellows, well-mounted, clad in

studded-leather caps and tunics, with lances

and swords.

They walked their horses slowly on the

shady side of the road, and stopped as the

travellers came up, to ask if they had been

molested on the way.

" Have a care," they added, "for the Wild

Man and his wife are out. Only yesterday

they slew a merchant from the west and took

a hundred crowns."

" His wife, you say ? "

" Yes ; she is ever at his side, and has saved

him many a time, for if he has the strength

it is she who has the wit. I hope to see

their heads together upon the green grass one

of these mornings."

The patrol passed downwards towards

Farnham, and so, as it proved, away from the

robbers, who had doubtless watched them

closely from the dense brushwood which

skirted the road. Coming round a curve

Nigel and Aylward were aware of a tall and

graceful woman who sat, wringing her hands

and weeping bitterly, upon the bank by the

side of the track. At such a sight of beauty

in distress Nigel pricked Pommers with the

spur, and in three bounds was at the side of

the unhappy lady.

" What ails you, fair dame ? " he asked.

" Is there any small matter in which I may

stand your friend, or is it possible that

anyone hath had so hard a heart as to do you

an injury ? "

She rose and turned upon him a face full

of hope and entreaty.

" Oh, save my poor, poor father!" she

cried. " Have you, perchance, seen the way-

wardens? They passed us, and I fear they

are beyond reach."

" Yes ; they have ridden onwards, but we

may serve as well."

" Then hasten, hasten, I pray you ! Even

now they may be doing him to death. They

have dragged him into yonder grove, and I

have heard his voice growing ever weaker in

the distance. Hasten, I implore you !"

Nigel sprang from his horse and tossed

the rein to Aylward.

" Nay, let us go together. How many

robbers were there, lady ? "

" Two stout fellows."

"Then I come also."

"Nay, it is not possible," said Nigel.

" The wood is too thick for horses, and we

cannot leave them in the road.'1

"I will guard them," cried the lady.

" Pommers is not so easily held. Do you

bide here, Aylward, until you hear from me.

Stir not, 1 command you ! " So saying, Nigel,

with the light of adventure gleaming in his

joyous eyes, drew his sword and plunged

swiftly into the forest.

Far and fast he ran from glade to glade,

breaking through the bushes, springing over

the brambles, light as a young deer, peering

this way and that, straining his ears for a

sound, and catching only the cry of the

wood-pigeons. Still on he went, with the

constant thought of the weeping woman

behind and of the captured man in front.

It was not until he was footsore and out ol

breath that he stopped with his hand to his

side, and considered that his own business

had still to be done, and that it was time

once more that be should seek the road to

Guildford.

Meantime Aylward had found his own

rough means of consoling the woman in the

road, who stood sobbing with her face against

the side of Pommers' saddle.

" Nay, weep not, my pretty one," said he.

" It brings the tears to my own eyes to see

them stream from thine."

" Alas ! good archer, he was the best of

fathers, so gentle and so kind. Had you but

known him you must have loved him."

" Tut, tut; he will suffer no scathe. Squire

Nigel will bring him back to you anon."

" No, no ; I shall never see him more.

Hold me, arrher, or I fall !"

Aylward pressed his ready arm round the

supple waist. The fainting woman leaned

with her hand upon his shoulder. Her pale

face looked past him, and it was some new

light in her eyesâ��a flash of expectancy, of

triumph, of wicked joyâ��which gave him

sudden warning of his danger. He shook

her off and sprang to one side, but only just

in time to avoid a crashing blow from a great

club in the hands of a man even taller and

stronger than himself. He had one quick

vision of great white teeth clenched in grim

ferocity, a wild flying beard, and blax.ing

wild-beast eyes. The next instant he had
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from the spot where I stand. Have I your

promise, upon your honour and all that you

hold dear, that you will ask for grace ? "

"You have."'

" And that my wife shall be unharmed ? "

" I promise it."

The outlaw laid back his head and uttered

a long, shrill cry like the howl of a wolf.

There was a silent pause, and then, clear

and shrill, there rose the same cry no great

distance away in the forest. Again the Wild

Man called, and again his mate replied. A

third time he summoned, as the deer bells to

the doe in the green wood. Then with a

rustle of brushwood and snapping of twigs

the woman was before them once moreâ��

tall, pale, graceful, wonderful. She glanced

neither at Aylward nor Nigel, but ran to the

side of her husband.

" Dear and sweet lord," she cried, " I trust

they have done you no hurt. I waited by

the old ash, and my heart sank when you

came not."

" I have been taken at last, wife."

" Oh, cursed, cursed day ! Let him go,

kind, gentle sirs; do not take him from me !"

"They will speak for me at Guildford,"

said the Wild Man. "They have sworn it.

But hand them first the bag that you have

taken."

She drew it out from under her loose

cloak.

" Here it is, gentle sir ! Indeed, it went

to my heart to take it, for you had mercy

upon me in my trouble. But now I am, a.s

you see, in real and very sore distress. Will

you not have mercy now ? Take ruth on us,

fair sir! On my knees I beg it of you, most

gentle and kindly squire."

Nigel had clutched his bag, and right

glad he was to feel that the treasures were

all safe within it.

" My promise is given," said he. " I will

say what I can, but the issue rests with

others. I pray you to stand up, for indeed

I cannot promise more."

"Then I must be content," said she,

rising with a composed face. " I have prayed

you to take ruth, and indeed 1 can do no

more ; but ere I go back to the forest I

would rede you to be on your guard, lest you

lose your bag once more. Wot you how I

took it, archer ? Nay, it was simple enough,

and may happen again, so I make it clear to

you. I had this knife in my sleeve, and

though it is small it is very sharp. I slipped

it down like this. Then when I seemed to

weep with my face against the saddle, I cut

down like thisâ��â��"

In an instant she had shorn through the

stirrup leather which bound her man, and

he, diving under the belly of the horse, had

slipped like a snake into the brushwood. In

passing he had struck Pommers from beneath,

and the great horse, enraged and insulted,

was rearing high with two men hanging to his

bridle. When at last he had calmed there

was no sign left of the Wild Man or of his

wife. In vain did Aylward, an arrow on his

string, run here and there among the great

trees and peer down the shadowy glades.

When he returned he and his master cast a

shamefaced glance at each other.

" I trust that we are better soldiers than

jailers," said Aylward, as he climbed on to

his pony.

But Nigel's frown relaxed into a smile.

"At least we have gained back what we '

lost," said he. "Here I place it on the

pommel of my saddle, and I shall not take

my eyes from it until we are safe in Guildford

town."

So they jogged on together, until passing

St. Catherine's shrine they crossed the

winding Wey once more, and so found them

selves in the steep High Street, with its heavy-

eaved, gabled houses, its monkish hospitium

upon the left, where good ale may still be

quaffed, and its great square-keeped Castle

upon the right, no grey and grim skeleton of

ruin, but very quick and alert, with blazoned

banner flying free and steel caps twinkling

from the battlement. A row of booths

extended from the Castle gate to the High

Street, and two doors from the Church of the

Trinity was that of Thorold the goldsmith, a

rich burgess and mayor of the town. He

looked long and lovingly at the rich rubies and

at the fine work upon the goblet. Then he

stroked his flowing grey beard as he pondered

whether he should offer fifty nobles or sixty,

for he knew well that he could sell them

again for two hundred. If he offered too

much his profit would be reduced. If he

offered too little the youth might go as far as

I^ondon with them, for they were rare and

of great worth. The young man was ill-clad

and his eyes were anxious. Perchance he

was hard pressed and was ignorant of the

value of what he bore. He would sound

him.

" These things are old and out of fashion,

fair sir," said he. "Of the stones I can

scarce say if they are of good quality or

not, but they are dull and rough. Yet, if

your, price be low, I may add them to my

stock, though indeed this booth was made to

sell and not to buy. What do you ask ? "
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Mr. Spriggs grunted, and, moving his

chair a little farther away, watched the in

truder as his wife, handed him a plate. A

troubled glance from his wife reminded him

of their arrangements for the occasion, and

he cleared his throat several times in vain

attempts to begin.

" I'm sorry that we can't ask you to stay

with us, Gussie, 'specially as you're so ill," he

said, at last; " but p'r'aps you'll be better

after picking a bit."

Mr. Price, who was about to take a slice

of bread and butter, refrained, and, closing

his eyes, uttered a faint moan. " I sha'n't

last the night," he muttered.

" That's just it," said Mr. Spriggs, eagerly.

" You see, Ethel is going to be married in a

fortnight, and if you died here that would

put it off."

" I might last longer if I was took care

of," said the other, opening his eyes.

" And, besides, Ethel don't know where

you've been," continued Mr. Spriggs. " We

told 'er that you had gone to Australia.

She's going to marry a very partikler young

chapâ��a grocerâ��and if he found it out it

might be awk'ard."

Mr. Price closed his eyes again, but the

lids quivered.

" It took 'im some time to get over me

being a bricklayer," pursued Mr. Spriggs.

"What he'd say to you â�¢"

" Tell 'im I've come back from Australia,

if you like," said Mr. Price, faintly. "I

don't mind."

Mr. Spriggs cleared his throat again.

" But, you see, we told Ethel as you was

doing well out there," he said, with an

embarrassed laugh, " and girl-like, and Alfred

talking a good deal about his relations, sheâ��

she's made the most of it."

"It don't matter," said the complaisant

Mr. Price; " you say what you like. I

sha'n't interfere with you."

" But, you see, you don't look as

though you've been making money," said

his sister, impatiently. " Look at your

clothes."

Mr. Price held up his hand. " That's easy

got over," he remarked; "while I'm having

a bit of tea George can go out and buy me

some new ones. You get what you think I

should look richest in, Georgeâ��a black tail

coat would be best, I should think, but I

leave it to you. A bit of a fancy waistcoat,

p'r'aps, lightish trousers, and a pair o1 nice

boots, easy sevens."

He sat upright in his chair and, ignoring

the look of consternation that passed between

husband and wife, poured himself out a cup

of tea and took a slice of cake.

" Have you got any money ?" said Mr.

Spriggs, after a long pause.

"I left it behind meâ��in Australia," said

Mr. Price, with ill-timed facetiousness.

"Getting better, ain't you?" said his

brother-in-law, sharply. " How's that broken

'art getting on?"

" It'll go all right under a fancy waistcoat,"

was the reply ; " and while you're about it,

George, you'd better get me a scarf-pin, and,

if you could run to a gold watch and

chain "

He was interrupted by a frenzied outburst

from Mr. Spriggs ; a somewhat incoherent

summary of Mr. Price's past, coupled with

unlawful and heathenish hopes for his

future.

"You're wasting time," said Mr. Price,

calmly, as he paused for breath. " Don't get

'em if you don't want to. I'm trying to help

you, that's all. I don't mind anybody know

ing where I've been. I was innercent. If

you will give way to sinful pride you must

pay for it."

Mr. Spriggs, by a great effort, regained his

self-control. " Will you go away if I give you

a quid ? " he asked, quietly.

" No," said Mr. Price, with a placid smile.

" I've got a better idea of the value of money

than that. Besides, I want to see my dear

'niece, and see whether that young man's

good enough for her."

" Two quid ? " suggested his brother-in-

law.

Mr. Price shook his head. " I couldn't do

it," he said, calmly. " In justice to myself I

couldn't do it. You'll be feeling lonely when

you lose Ethel, and I'll stay and keep you

company."

The bricklayer nearly broke out again;

but, obeying a glance from his wife, closed

his lips and followed her obediently upstairs.

Mr. Price, filling his pipe from a paper of

tobacco on the mantelpiece, winked at him

self encouragingly in the glass, and smiled

gently as he heard the chinking of coins

upstairs.

" Be careful about the size," he said, as

Mr. Spriggs came down and took his hat

from a nail; " about a couple of inches shorter

than yourself and not near so much round

the waist."

Mr. Spriggs regarded him sternly for a

few seconds, and then, closing the door with

a bang, went off down the street. Left alone,

Mr. Price strolled about the room inves

tigating, and then, drawing an easy-chair up
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Mr. Price frowned at him swiftly. " No;

telling my head clerk to send over a wedding-

present for you," he said, his face softening

under the eye of Mr. Spriggs. " I've got

just the thing for you there. I can't see any

thing good enough over here."

The young couple were warm in their

thanks.

" What did you mean, about your

money?" inquired Mr. Spriggs, turning to

his future son-in-law.

" Nothing," said the young man, evasively.

"It's a secret," said Mr. Price.

" What about ?" persisted Mr. Spriggs,

raising his voice.

" It's a little private business between me

and Uncle Gussie," said Mr. Potter, some

what stiffly.

" You â�� you haven't been lending him

money?" stammered the bricklayer.

" Don't be silly, father," said Miss Spriggs,

sharply. " What good would Alfred's little

bit o' money be to Uncle Gussie ? If you

must know, Alfred is drawing it out for

uncle to invest it for him."

The eyes of Mr. and Mrs. Spriggs and

Mr. Price engaged in a triangular duel.

The latter spoke first.

" I'm putting it into my business for him,"

he said, with a threatening glance, " in

Australia."

"And he didn't want his generosity known,"

added Mr. Potter.

The bewildered Mr. Spriggs looked help

lessly round the table. His wife's foot pressed

his, and like a mechanical toy his lips snapped

together.

" I didn't know you had got your money

handy," said Mrs. Spriggs, in trembling tones.

" I made special application, and I'm to

have it on Friday," said Mr. Potter, with a

smile. "You don't get a chance like that

every day."

He filled Uncle Gussie's glass for him, and

that gentleman at once raised it and pro

posed the health of the young couple. " If

anything was to 'appen to break it off now,"

he said, witii a swift glance at his sister,

" they'd be miserable for life, I can see that."

" Miserable for ever," assented Mr. Potter,

in a sepulchral voice, as he squeezed the

hand of Miss Spriggs under the table.

" It's the only thing worth 'avingâ��love,"

continued Mr. Price, watching his brother-

in-law out of the corner of his eye. " Money

is nothing."

Mr. Spriggs emptied his glass and, knit

ting his brows, drew patterns on the cloth

with the back of his knife. His wife's foot

was still pressing on his, and he waited for

instructions.

For once, however, Mrs. Spriggs had

none to give. Even when Mr. Potter had

gone and Ethel had retired upstairs she was

still voiceless. She sat for some time looking

at the fire and stealing an occasional glance

at Uncle Gussie as he smoked a cigar; then

she arose and bent over her husband.

" Do what you think best," she said, in a

weary voice. " Good night."

" What about that money of young

Alfred's ?" demanded Mr. Spriggs, as the

door closed behind her.

" I'm going to put it in my business," said

Uncle Gussie, blandly; " my business in

Australia."

" Ho ! You've got to talk to me about that

first," said the other.

His brother - in - law leaned back and

smoked with placid enjoyment. " You do

what you like," he said, easily. " Of course,

if you tell Alfred, I sha'n't get the money,

and Ethel won't get 'im. Besides that, he'll

find out what lies you've been telling."

" I wonder you can look me in the face,"

said the raging bricklayer.

" And I should give him to understand

that you were going shares in the hundred

and ten pounds and then thought better of

it," said the unmoved Mr. Price. " He's the

sort o' young chap as'll believe anything.

Bless 'im !"

Mr. Spriggs bounced up from his chair and

stood over him with his fists clenched. Mr.

Price glared defiance.

" If you're so partikler you can make it

up to him," he said, slowly. " You've been

a saving man, I know, and Emma 'ad a bit

left her that I ought to have 'ad. When you've

done play-acting I'll go to bed. So long !"

He got up, yawning, and walked to the

door, and Mr. Spriggs, after a momentary

idea of breaking him in pieces and throwing

him out into the street, blew out the lamp

and went upstairs to discuss the matter with

his wife until morning.

Mr. Spriggs left for his work next day with

the question still undecided, but a pretty

strong conviction that Mr. Price would have

to have his way. The wedding was only five

days off, and the house was in a bustle of

preparation. A certain gloom which he

could not shake off he attributed to a raging

toothache, turning a deaf ear to the various

remedies suggested by Uncle Gussie, and

the name of an excellent dentist who had

broken a tooth of Mr. Potter's three times

before extracting it.
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Levaillant tells another curious instance of

dissembling on the part of a monkey which

he suspected of stealing his eggs. One day,

after watching a fowl lay an egg, he carefully

observed the movements of " Kecs," as he

called the monkey. Kecs was at the top of

a wagon at the time, but no sooner did it

hear the hen's clucking than it immediately

leaped to the ground. Catching sight of its

master, however, it abruptly stopped, and,

assuming an air of the most perfect inno

cence, swung to and fro on its legs, with

half-closed eyes, an attitude evidently, in its

opinion, that would completely mask its

intentions. It was really quite the behaviour

one would expect of a very clever child

caught just as it was about to commit some

forbidden act.

approached. For a long time after this,

every time the animal caught sight of the

officer it was provoked into what had all

the appearance of laughter.

Few animals, however, are so fond of a

joke and a game as the dog. " While in

Tunis," says Alix,

" my dog Sfax,

when quite young,

was very fond of

playing ' hide and

seek' with the

children of the

neighbourhood,

and especially

liked to do so in

the barn where

the grain was

stored. Squeez

ing himself in

among the trusses

he made the

most tortuous

zigzags, and, just

as the boys who

were looking for

him thought they

were on the point

of catching him,

he would suddenly reappear twenty yards

away in the direction he was least expected,

eyeing his playmates with a jovial air of

mischief, as if encouraging them to catch

him. When they were quite close to him

he would wag his tail and again bounce off

as before, and would sometimes keep up this

game for more than an hour at a time."

leaving the house, which he knew he had no

right to enter, pretended to be lame. The

greater the theftâ��and the object of his enter

ing the house was usually to commit some

sort of theftâ��the lamer he appeared, and

thus his very excess of slyness enabled us to

estimate the extent of his misdeeds.

Gross, the naturalist, relates several amus

ing instances of a similar nature about dogs.

He had once a dog who, when given a piece

of bread that he did not care to eat, dropped

it, and then, lying upon it, pretended to

look all round with the most innocent air,

as if wondering where it had fallen. An

other case he speaks of is that of a terrier

whose greatest pleasure it was to catch flies

on the window-panes. Nothing annoyed the

animal more than to be laughed at when he

missed his prey. " In order to discover what

he would do," says Gross, " I purposely

laughed immoderately each time he was

unsuccessful, and the more I laughed the

clumsier he grew. At last he was so un

mistakably annoyed that in his despair he

" THE GREATER THE THEFT THE LAMER HE AI'PEAREn.

The facetiousness of dogs has often, how

ever, a most distinct object. I myself, for

instance, once had a dog who, in order to

avoid being punished when he was seen

pretended to capture a fly, and made the

appropriate movements of tongue and lips,

finally rubbing his neck on the ground as if

to crush his victim, after which he regarded

me with a triumphant air. So well had he

played his little comedy that, had I not seen

the very fly still on the window, I certainly

would have been taken in by this trick. When

I called his attention to the fact that the fly

he had chased was still at large and that there

was no dead fly on the floor, he perfectly under

stood that his hypocrisy had been discovered
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and was so ashamed of himself that he slunk

away and hid under a couch. The same

terrier was accustomed to display his good

temper by performing certain tricks which he

had learnt by himself, the object of which

evidently was to provoke laughter. One of

these tricks was to lie on his side making

grimaces and putting his paw into his mouth.

On such occasions nothing gave him greater

pleasure than to notice that his comical

exhibition was appreciated. If it passed

unnoticed, however, he became quite sulky.

On the other hand, nothing vexed him more

than for anyone to laugh at him without

cause."

The water-rat has the humorous faculty

very much developed. Beckmann describes

one which was kept on a farm in company

with some domestic quadrupeds, and which

apparently delighted to tease a basset allowed

to roam at liberty within a small enclosure.

Whenever it was very hot the dog left its

kennel to take a nap in the shade of a lilac

bush. On such occasions the rat was never

long in putting in an appearance, but as it

had a wholesome respect for the basset's

sharp teeth it maintained a careful distance,

contenting itself by touching at regular

intervals with one of its paws the dog's hinder

part. This was sufficient to keep the drowsy

dog awake, and almost to drive it to distrac

tion. It was in vain that it attempted to

strike its tormentor. Each time it tried to do

so the rat adroitly retired out of reach, but no

sooner had the dog closed its eyes again than

the same performance recommenced.

Foals will frequently tease human beings,

especially by running towards them and then

suddenly stopping. Scheitlen relates that in

a certain long, narrow Alpine valley he saw a

foal running after a group of travellers. It

had allowed them to pass without paying any

attention to them, and then rushed after them

at full speed, pulling up quickly when within

only a step or two of the party. It im

mediately became absorbed in eating grass

when it saw that it had thoroughly alarmed

them. But so soon as they were a few yards

away it would repeat the performance, each

time causing the people no little alarm. It

was very clear that the foal was amusing

itself in exactly the same way as would

a child who knows himself to be stronger

than his companions, and trades upon that

knowledge.

Saville Kent declares that dolphins are

also very fond of teasing other fish, some

of which become absolute victims to such

tyranny. The dolphins seize them by the

tail and drag them through the water,

shaking them in a manner that must rob

their victims of all dignity. On one occa

sion, this observer states that he noticed

two dolphins obviously acting according to

some preconcerted plan, attacking a big

skate swimming near the surface of the

water, which tried to escape its pursuers

by raising its caudal appendage above the

surface. The dolphins, however, got hold of

the tail, using it as a handle by which they

drew the unfortunate skate in every direction.

The case of the bull which I am about to

relate is still more interesting, and denotes a

most remarkable amount of cunning. Mr.

Bidie relates that when he was living in

Mysore he had a house surrounded by

several acres of pasturage that was a sore

temptation to the cattle in the adjacent

village, which never lost an opportunity of

entering whenever the gates were left open.

Mr. Bidie's servants did their utmost to keep

the invaders away. One day they came to

him and anxiously reported that a Hrahmin

bull, a trespasser, on being struck, had fallen

dead on the spot. These bulls, it must be

remembered, are sacred and privileged

animals, being allowed to wander wherever

the whim takes them, and even permitted to

eat anything they like in the open native

shops.

Learning that the marauder was dead, Mr.

Bidie went to examine the matter for himself.

There, sure enough, was the animal's body

stretched out and apparently quite dead.

Much annoyed by this circumstance, which,

he feared, would provoke trouble among the

natives, he did not stop to make a detailed

examination, but quickly returned to his

house in order to bring the matter before the

authorities of the district. He had left for

this purpose, when a man came running after

him and with much joy in his face declared

that the bull was once more on its legs,

calmly eating away as fast as it could! To

cut a long story short, the animal had found

this means of rendering his expulsion from

the field practically impossible, and whenever

a place pleased him he resorted to a similar

ruse so soon as an attempt was made to

expel him.

Elephants also are fond of simulating

death in this same facetious manner. Mr.

Tennent relates how a recently - captured

elephant was being taken to â�¢ the corral

between two tame beasts. It had already

gone in some distance when it suddenly

stopped and fell to the ground as if dead.

The thongs were removed from its limbs, and







A Pair of Rogues.

BY FLORENCE WARDEN.

HE REV. THE HON.

RALPH JOSSELYNE

glanced up from his news

paper with a look of slight

agitation on his handsome,

kindly face, and, pointing to a

paragraph in the police news, handed the

paper over to his friend and guest, Peter

Bassett, who was cracking walnuts and

sipping his port in a leisurely way, with one

of the heavy magazines open at the side of

his dessert plate.

They were old friends, and in the cosy

vicarage at Clayton Leas, thirty miles out of

London, they had passed many an evening

together during the past twenty odd years.

Peter Bassett was a thin, swarthy - com-

plexioned man, with plain, shrewd features

and a straight mouth. He was a barrister by

profession, and had chambers in town ; but

having come into an income which was

enough for his needs he took life easily, and

was little seen in the Law Courts.

" H'm !" was his curt comment when he

had read the paragraph pointed out to him,

which told how two men, convicted of an

attempt at housebreaking, pleaded that they

had found it impossible, by reason of their

having been in prison before, to obtain honest

work of any kind.

" I've often thought how hard it must be

for a man to make a fresh start," said Mr.

Josselyne, " with that awful prison taint upon

his character."

" It isn't upon the good characters, only on

the bad ones," said Peter Bassett, who was

not a philanthropist, and whose dry manner

was in strong contrast to the geniality and

gentleness of his friend.

" But it's so hard for us to make due

allowance for the position of these poor

fellows. One of them, I see, was convicted

of having stolen a piece of bacon. Now, how

on earth can you and I understand the feel

ings of a man who steals bacon ? I can

quite believe, for my part, that such a man

might yield to a sudden temptation who was

by no means a bad character. Work is

slack ; the family at home are hungry. Dear

me ! dear me ! the wonder is to me that the

poor fellows, in bad times, ever remain

honest."

" Well, your two friends didn't, you see,

.and I don't see why they should expect

better treatment than others in their case."

" But did you see," went on Mr. Josselyne,

growing warm over his subject, " that a

policeman came forward to confirm all they

had said about their having tried to get work

and failed ? Now, you may be sure he

wouldn't have done so if they had been

habitual thieves ! But now think of it. The

poor fellows will come out, at the end of

their term, worse off than ever."

He arose, and walked up and down the

warm, bright room, with his hands behind

him and his head bent in thought.

Presently he stopped short.

" I've a good mind " he began.

He was interrupted by his friend, who

turned his chair round very suddenly to look

at him with a stern frown.

" Good mind to what ? "

Mr. Josselyne's kind face looked almost

sheepish as he answered :â��

"Well, to show them a little Christian

charity, and toâ��give them both a fresh start

in life."

Peter Bassett cracked another nut.

" In what capacity ?" he asked, briefly,

having extracted from his voice every trace of

expression or sentiment.

Mr. Josselyne replied with ever-increasing

determination :â��

" Wilkins is so old that I've already

arranged to pension him off. The poor old

fellow is now so blind that he trips over

everything, and breaks* more plates and

dishes than I can afford. And he's so deaf

that when I ask for bread he brings me a

' Bradshaw.'"

" Well, if you can't afford Wilkins's break

ages of plates, it seems odd that you should

be ready to put up with your new friend's

breakages of the Commandments," was Mr.

Bassett's unsympathetic comment.

" Of course, if he steals again he'll have to

go," admitted Mr. Josselyne, gently. " But

he shall have his chance. As a minister of

the Gospel of mercy and charity I feel some

how as if I were called upon specially to do

this thing that I have in my mind."

" And what do you propose to do with the

other one ? " asked Peter Bassett.

" Well, to tell you the truth, I've had to

give Wright notice, for he gets no better;

and what's the use of his taking the pledge

one day when I find him the next day asleep

with his head in the gutter ? I really would

put up with him for a little longer, but that
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he neglects my poor old horse and frightens

the servants."

" Perhaps, on the whole, it will be an

advantage if you get someone to carry off

the horse altogether," assented Peter Bassett,

sardonically. " Then, when coachman and

gee-gee have disappeared togetherâ��as they

will doâ��you can set up a new turn-out and

be comfortable."

The vicar shook his head and frowned

slightly.

" I love the old animals, the old faces, the old

ways," he said, with at last a touch of dignity.

" Well, you're going in for some new ex

citements, at any rate," retorted Bassett,

unrepressed. " I only hope, for your own

sake, Josselyne, if you do carry out your

generous intentions, that you'll have tele

phonic communication established with the

police-station."

To which the vicar made no reply.

It was a month later when Mr. Josselyne,

having remained stanch to his resolve, made

the acquaintance, outside the walls of Worm

wood Scrubs Prison, of the two men in

whom his interest had been excited.

It must be frankly confessed that his kind

heart quailed a little at the introduction to

one of his proteges.

Robert Martin and William (commonly

called Bill) Shaw were not the mere lads he

had supposed, in the first place Martin was

a man of about thirty, small, dnpper, and sandy

as to hair. His features were small, his com

plexion was pale and freckled, he had evi

dently had a fair education, and there was

about him every indication that he might

take kindly to the indoor service which the

good vicar proposed to offer him.

But as for Bill Shaw, never were the attri

butes popularly ascribed to the burglar and

cut-throat more plainly visible in a human

being than they were in him. Tall, broad,

ungainly, with heavy shoulders and a decided

stoop, Bill looked every inch the criminal,

and surveyed the kindly vicar with a stolid

look of contempt and disgust which might

well have dismayed the stoutest heart.

His face was dark, his features were coarse ;

his straight wide mouth, long upper lip, and

heavy jaw, his beetling brows and deep-set,

sly eyes, made up a whole so repellent that

for a moment even the Rev. Ralph, philan

thropist and amiable faddist as he was, hesi

tated, and would have liked to go back from

his bargain.

For, through the good offices of the prison

chaplain, he had already made known to the

two criminals the offer he was about to make.

But before he could open conversation

with either of the men Bob Martin broke out

into such a voluble flow of gratitude and

effusive thanks that Mr. Josselyne, unspeak

ably touched, had his whole attention ab

sorbed by him.

Bill said never a word While his com

panion poured out his feelings in the most

touching manner, telling of his struggles, of

his despair, of his fall, the hulking Bill stood

like a statue, hands in pockets, and with a

derisive grin on his ugly face, not moving a

muscle except to cast at his companion in

difficulties an occasional knowing wink, which

the vicar suspected rather than detected, so

artfully was it performed.

In vain did Mr. Josselyne turn from

Martin to Shaw, anxious to elicit from the

latter some word of kindly, or at least of

human, feeling. Each time Bill at once

turned up his eyes, thrust his hands into his

pockets, and left it to his companion to

answer for him the questions which the

kindly vicar put.

When forced to speak, Bill confined him

self to monosyllables, which he uttered in a

tone so gruff, not to say ferocious, and acconi

panied by a frown so threatening, that Mr

Josselyne wondered what good Mrs. Proctor,

his cook, housekeeper, and tyrant, and poor

Patty, the bright little parlourmaid, would say

to this singularly ill-favoured retainer.

" Do you know anything about horses ? "

said the vicar to Bill, in his friendliest

manner.

" Yus," was the laconic reply.

" And do you think you could manage the

work of a garden, with necessary help in the

busy season, of course ? "

" Yus," answered Bill again.

" And do you think you would be com

fortable in such a situation as that I offer?'1

went on Mr. Josselyne, with an ever-

strengthening hope that his alarming protege

would refuse.

" P'r'aps," was the curt answer, and the

vicar's heart grew resentful at last. For the

man's tone implied that his acceptance of the

proffered situation was a condescension of

which he was almost ashamed.

" Of course, I don't wish to force the

situation upon you,': he said, with a wounded

expression. " Perhaps you have something

better in view ? "

"No," said Bill.

But here Bob Martin, disgusted by his

companion's behaviour, struck in.

" Bill," said he, " if you don't thank the

good gentleman this blessed minute, jest as
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and that he was not among the marauders.

He even fancied that he knew, by the de

scription he had had of the two men who had

been seen lurking near the stable, that they

were the intruders now before him.

" Who are you ? And what do you want ? "

asked Mr. Josselyne, firmly.

But as he spoke he perceived that both the

men whom he did not know were armed with

revolvers, which they carried in the right

hand, half concealed, in a manner more

suggestive than if it had been openly

menacing.

One of the strangers spoke in a hoarse

whisper.

" Well, we're hard up, guv'nor, and we've

heard as how you're a kind-hearted gentleman.

So we arstâ��just arst, mindâ��if you'll be ser

good as to hand over to us the money and

joolry what you keeps all 'oarded up and

doing no good to nobody."

" I have very little money and very little

jewellery that would be of any use to you,"

answered Mr. Josselyne, with an ever-

increasing fear at his heart that these men

were no ordinary thieves, but men of

hardened and desperate character.

An instinctive movement made by both

men at the same time as he uttered these

words confirmed his ugly impression. As

for the ruffianly Shaw, he still held his stick

threateningly over his master's head, but was

careful not to utter a word.

" Come," said one of the strangers, roughly,

in the same whisper as his companion ; "that

won't do. We know you've got money and

joolryâ��locked in a safe. And you'll hand it

over, if you're -wise. It's upstairs, behind

your bed. So, now, don't make no more bones

about it, but get up with you, and shell out."

Without any more ado the powerful Bill

Shaw dragged the vicar backwards into the

hall and forced him upstairs, while at the

same time he wrenched the poker from his

hand, and, dropping both that and his own

stick, placed his huge left hand upon the

vicar's mouth as a mute warning to him to

be quiet.

Mr. Josselyne took the hint. If he were to

call out he might indeed bring Martin from

the little ground-floor bedroom where he

slept, and the two women from their room at

the top of the house, upon the scene. But

what could they do against three armed men,

except endanger their own lives?

So reasoned the unlucky victim of his own

generosity, as he was dragged up the stairs

by Bill Shaw's rough hands, and brought to

the side of his own bed.

Once alone with the man whom he had

befriended, however, the vicar took the

opportunity to make a despairing appeal to

his better nature.

" Shaw," said he, as the ruffian, seeing how

quiet he was, removed the pressure from his

captive's mouth, " 1 know you, and I'm

surprised that you can turn against me like

this. I've done my best for you, and I've

put up with a good deal from you. I wonder

you have the heart to treat me so."

Shaw, finding himself discovered, from

sullen became ferocious.

" Hold yer jaw," said he. " Where's the

key of the safe ? "

" How did you know I had a safe ? " asked

Mr. Josselyne, who had never found the

coachman in the upper rooms of the house.

But Shaw disdained to answer.

" Come on," said he, with a menacing

gesture.

Mr. Josselyne hesitated.

" And supposing I refuse to be robbed ?

Supposing I won't find the key or let you

find itâ��what then ? "

Shaw responded simply by a chuckle, and

by pointing with his thumb over his shoulder

in the direction of the door.

And there, by the light of the gas, which

Shaw had turned on full, the vicar saw, pro

truding between the door and the jamb, the

little, shining muzzle of a revolver covering

him as he stood.

With a shiver Mr. Josselyne resigned him

self to necessity, and going straight to the

dressing-table took a small key from an

artfully-contrived little ledge underneath it,

and turned in the direction of the bed, which

Shaw had already drawn away from the wall,

thus revealing to view a little keyhole, to

which he pointed silently.

The vicar was amazed. This safe was

a contrivance upon which he prided him

self, the door of which was papered to

correspond with the rest of the wall in

such a fashion that only a person acquainted

with its whereabouts would have perceived it.

It contained a cash - box, which Shaw

snatched out of his hand; the chink of

gold announced that he had made a satis

factory capture.

With an exclamation of dismay the vicar

obeyed the peremptory gesture of his

treacherous servant, and, with another shud

dering glance at that tiny ring of bright

metal in the crack of the door, set about

opening the safe with a trembling hand.

Mr. Josselyne turned to him, trembling

violently.
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ment, but Patty was young and active, and

her master would have expected her to show

some spirit, and at least to do her best to

raise an alarm. What had happened to

them?

Then, again, what had become of Martin ?

Had he slept quietly through the whole dis

turbance ? It was true that his room was a

long way from the study, and if entrance had

been forced through the study window, which

Mr. Josselyne remembered to have seen with

a broken pane, the butler might have failed

to hear any sound.

He was considering these aspects of the

affair as he stood helplessly between the bed

and the locked door, when he became aware

that the night's events were not yet over.

A faint murmur of rough voices in the

room below him reached his ears. It grew

louder, louder still ; he could make out the

fact that the speakers were angry, exasperated.

There was a pause. For some seconds he

heard nothing more ; then a fearful crash, in

which glass, furniture, and human bodies

seemed all to be involved, made him rush

to the window, fling up the sash, and look

out into the darkness.

He heard the voice of Bill Shaw, using

the most horrible language, threatening,

bullying. Then two or three voices, one of

which he recognised as that of Martin. And

the vicar drew himself up, suddenly illumined.

Martin had evidently been disturbed at

last and had burst in among the marauders,

only to find himself assailed on all sides by

Shaw and his accomplices.

The vicar drew a long breath and the

tears came to his eyes. Just at the moment

when he had thought himself forsaken by

everybody, his hopes blighted, his kindness

ignored, there came this one ray of comfort

in the thought that one at least of his pro

tege's was faithful to his master.

For one weak moment he had let himself

imagine that even Martin, the docile, grateful

Martin, had suffered himself to be seduced

from his loyalty by the machinations of the

villainous Shaw.

Strain his ears as he would, he could

make out nothing distinctly until there came

another crash, followed by a tumultuous

flight of dark forms through the broken

window of the study beneath, and the sound

of three revolver-shots fired quickly one after

another.

One, two, three figures, dark, indistinct,

running at full tilt across the lawn towards

the shrubbery a few yards away ; that was all

Mr. Josselyne could make out. A fourth and
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a fifth shot sounded sharp and clear, and then

there was a yell of pain from the shrubbery.

Mr. Josselyne's blood ran cold. He

shouted for help, he called Martin by name,

then Mrs. Proctor, then Patty.

But nobody came, nobody took any notice

of his cries. It was in vain that he rattled

the handle of his door ; at last it came off in

his hand, and, the lock being stout and he

nervous and not very strong of muscle, the

door resisted all his efforts to burst it open.

He heard certain sounds below which

made him think that Martin was engaged in

putting the room straight after the scene

which had just taken place there; he heard

also faint groans and rustlings in the

shrubbery.

But both sounds died away before long,

and the vicar, more than ever amazed at

the manner in which he and his cries and

his knocks were ignored by everybody, at last

went back to bed, chilled to the bone and in

the lowest state of bewilderment and depres

sion, and presently fell into an uneasy sleep.

When he awoke in the morning he heard

whispering going on outside his door, and,

distinguishing the voices of Mrs. Proctor and

the village carpenter, he dressed hastily,

calling to them to unlock his door, and then

went out and downstairs.

On the way he caught sight of Patty, with

bright eyes and cheeks flushed with excite

ment. But she avoided him and disappeared

down the back staircase, so that the first

person whom he exchanged any conversation

with was Mrs. Proctor, whom he met inside

the dining-room, where she was busy counting

the contents of the plate-basket.

"We've got them all back, sir, or nearly

all," she said, breathlessly. "They was all

found in the shrubbery. But oh, sir, the

mess they've made of the study ; you wouldn't

believe!"

" And where's Martin ?" asked Mr.

Josselyne, quickly.

" Oh, sir, they've took him to the infirmary.

They say he's very bad. He was shot, you

know."

" Dear, dear; I'm very sorry to hear that,"

said Mr. Josselyne. " Poor fellow, I must go

and see him after breakfast."

" Yes, sir."

Mrs. Proctor was nervous and more

reticent than usual ; she had evidently been

utterly thrown off her balance by the events

of the night, and Mr. Josselyne left her to

her spoon-counting and went into the next

room, which presented, as she had said, a

fearful spectacle of wreckage, curtains having
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been torn down, windows and mirror

smashed, tables and chairs overturned, and a

tablecloth stained with blood.

The carpenter was already at work on

the window, one of the frames of which had

been splintered by a bullet.

Mr. Josselyne, who was in a state of intense

nervous excitement, avoided any talk with

this worthy by returning to the dining room,

where he waited quietly for the breakfast to

be brought in.

It was Mrs. Proctor who brought it, and

who informed him that she had sent for the

police from Great Clayton, the nearest town,

and also wired to Mr. Bassett, "the first

thing that morning."

This last piece of information did not

please the vicar, who dreaded the triumphant

" I told you so ! " of his sardonic friend.

However, there was no help for it, and

even Peter Bassett would be, the vicar felt,

a more acceptable companion than Mrs.

Proctor, who appeared to have guessed some

thing, not unnaturally, as to the identity of

the instigator of the outrage, for there was a

strange look in her face which prepared her

master for her giving " warning."

Mr. Josselyne, however, took care not to

mention Shaw's name, but contented himself

with asking if the thieves had been caught.

She looked at him hard, and said :â��

" Here comes the p'lice, sir, I think.

They'll tell you all about that."

And then she left the room to answer the

door, but the person whom she ushered in a

few minutes later was, not the police, but

Peter Bassett.

The vicar turned all colours, but his

visitor was merciful, and, instead of uttering

the yell of triumph which his friend had

feared, he contented himself by saying the

proper thing and by asking for particulars.

" I can't tell you very much myself," said

the poor vicar, humbly. " I only know that

1 have to admit you were right about Shaw ;

he made me clear out the contents of my

safe, and carried them off before my eyes.

On the other hand, my poor Martin showed

great devotion, and was severely wounded by

the two accomplices whom Shaw had brought

to help him."

Mr. Bassett looked puzzled

" But, really," went on the vicar, " I can't

tell you very much, for I was locked into my

room; and this morning everybody runs

away from me and seems indisposed to tell

me anything."

"Well," said Peter Bassett, "we shall

learn something from the police."

For voices in the hall had by this time

announced the arrival of a couple of repre

sentatives of law and order, who were shown

into the room a minute later by Patty, whose

pretty little face was ablaze with excitement

and obvious and inexplicable delight.

Even at that moment the vicar noticed

the girl's radiant face, and was intensely

puz/.led by it.

The next moment, however, he was being

questioned by a police-officer, to whom he

gave a minute account of the events of the

night so far as he had participated in them.

His voice trembled when he confessed that,

in the man who had taken the most active

part in the robbery, he had recognised his

own servant Shaw.

There was a moment's dramatic silence.

" He led me upstairs," went on the vicar,

"and forced me to open my safeâ��how he

knew 1 had one there I don't knowâ��and to

give up to him the money I had there andâ��

and my wife's jewels. I'll show you the safe,"

he added, as, glad of an excuse for moving,

he led the way up to his bedroom, which had

by this time been put in order by the

servants.

" Here," said Mr. Josselyne, as he took his

key from its secret shelf, pulled out the bed,

and found the tiny keyhole, " is where I kept

them. And here "

He stopped short, as if struck with

paralysis. He had opened the safe, and

was staring with wild eyes into its recesses.

"What's the matter?" asked Peter Bassett,

who had accompanied the police officers

upstairs.

There was an odd twinkle in his eye, and

his friend, suddenly catching sight of his

face, looked at him curiously and began to

breathe very heavily.

" What's the matter ?" repeated Peter

Bassett.

For answer Mr. Josselyne, with a trem

bling finger, pointed to two articles which lay

within the safe. The one was a cash-box

and the other a casket.

" Whatâ��are those ? " he said, hoarsely.

" Iâ��I don't understand." Then, after a

moment's pause, he asked sharply, " Who's

â��who's been here ? "

Even while he spoke the police-superin

tendent took out the casket from the safe,

opened it, and showed, to the old vicar's

bewildered gaze, the various articles of his

wife's jewellery, on which he had never

thought to set eyes again. The cash box

was next examined, with the same result.

Not a coin was missing.
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afraid of an abbot. It was that very Saxon

Hugh tempted me to do it, and we had not

met since that day. I thought I knew his

voice even inside my helmet, and, for all that

eur Lords fought, we each rejoiced we had

not slain the other. He walked by my side,

and he told me how a Heathen God, as he

believed, had given him his sword, but he

said he had never heard it sing before. I

remember I warned him to beware of sorcery

and quick enchantment." Sir Richard

smiled to himself. " I was very youngâ��very

young.

" When we came to his house we had

almost forgotten that we had been at blows.

It was near midnight, and the great hall was

full of men and women waiting news. There

I first saw his sister, the Lady yElueva, of

whom he had spoken in France. She cried

out fiercely at me, and would have had me

hanged in that hour, but her brother said

that I had spared his lifeâ��he said not how

he saved mine from the Saxons â�� and that

our Duke had won the day ; and even while

they wrangled over my poor body, of a

sudden he fell down in a swoon from his

wounds.

" ' This is thy fault,' said the Lady JElueva.

to me, and she kneeled above him and called

for wine and cloths.

" ' If I had known,' I answered, ' he should

have ridden and I walked. But he set me

on my horse; he made no complaint; he

walked beside me and spoke merrily through

out. I pray I have done him no harm."

"' Thou hast need to pray,' she said,

catching up her underlip. ' If he dies, thou

shall hang.'

"They bore off Hugh to his chamber;

but three tall men of the house bound me

and set me under the beam of the great hall

with a rope round my neck. The end of the

rope they flung over the beam, and they sat

them down by the fire to wait word whether

Hugh lived or died. They cracked nuts with

their knife-hilts the while."

" And how did you feel ? " said Dan.

" Very weary; but I did heartily pray for

my schoolmate Hugh his health. About

noon I heard horses in the valley, and the

three men loosed my ropes and fled out, and

De Aquila's men rode up. Gilbert De Aquila

came with them, for it was his boast that, like

his father, he forgot no man that served him.

He was little, like his father, but terrible,

with a nose like an eagle's nose and yellow

eyes like an eagle. He rode tall war-horsesâ��

roans, which he bred himselfâ��and he could

never abide to be helped into the saddle.

He saw the rope hanging from the beam and

laughed, and his men laughed, for I was too

stiff to rise.

" ' This is poor entertainment for a Norman

knight,' he said, ' but such as it is let us be

grateful. Show me, boy, to whom thou

owest most, and we will pay them.'"

"What did he mean? To kill 'em?"

said Dan.

"Assuredly. But I looked at the Lady

/Elueva where she stood among her maids,

and her brother beside her. De Aquila's

men had driven them all into the great hall."

" Was she pretty? " said Una.

"In all my long life I have never seen

woman fit to strew rushes before my Lady

/Elueva,". the knight replied, quite simply

and quietly. " As I looked at her I thought

I might save her and her house by a jest.

" ' Seeing that I came somewhat hastily

and without warning,' I said to De Aquila,

' I have no fault to find with the courtesy

that these Saxons have shown me.' But

my voice shook. It isâ��it was not good to

jest with that little man.

" All were silent for awhile, till De Aquila

laughed. ' Look, menâ��a miracle,' said he.

'Hastings' fight is scarce sped, my father is

not yet buried, and here we find our youngest

knight already set down in his manor, while

his Saxonsâ��ye can see it in their fat facesâ��

have paid him homage and service. By the

Saints,' he said, rubbing his nose, ' I never

thought England would be so easy won !

Surely I can do no less than give the lad

what he has taken. This manor shall be

thine, boy,' he said, ' till I come again, or till

thou art slain. Now, mount, men, and ride.

We follow our Duke into Kent to make him

King of England.'

" He drew me with him to the door while

they brought his horseâ��a lean roan, taller

than my Swallow here, but not so well

girthed.

"' Hark to me,' he said, fretting with his

great gloves. ' I have given thee this manor

which is a Saxon hornets' nest, and I think

thou wilt be slain in a monthâ��as my father

was slain. Yet if thou canst keep the roof

on the hall, the thatch on the barn, and the

plough in the furrow till I come back, thou

shall hold the manor from me; for the Duke

has promised our Earl Mortain all the lands

by Pevensey, and Mortain will give me of

them what he would have given my father

God knows if thou or I shall live till England

is won; but remember, boy, that here and

now fighting is foolishness and'â��he reached

for the reinsâ��â�¢' craft and cunning is all.'
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" ' Norman or Saxon,' said I, ' we must

beat them back, or they will rob us every

day. Out at them with any arms ye have.'

So I loosed those three carles and we ran

together, my men-at-arms and the Saxons

with bills and bows which they had hidden

in the thatch of their huts, and Hugh led

them. Half-way up the King's Hill we found

a false fellow from Picardyâ��a sutler that

sold wine in the Duke's campâ��with a dead

knight's shield on his arm, a stolen horse

under him, and some ten or twelve wastrels

at his tail, all cutting and slashing at the

pigs. We beat them off, and saved our pork

as well as the swineherd, whom they had tied

to an oak. One hundred and seventy pigs

we saved in that great battle." Sir Richard

laughed.

" That, then, was our first work together,

and I bade Hugh tell his folk that so would

I deal with any man, knight or churl, Norman

or Saxon, who stole as much as one egg from

our valley. Said he to me, riding home :

' Thou hast gone far to conquer England this

evening,' I answered : ' England must be

thine and mine, then. Help me, Hugh, to

deal aright with these people. Make them to

know that if they slay me De Aquila will

surely send to slay them, and he will put a

worse man in my place." 'That may well

be true,' said he, and gave me his hand.

' Better the devil we know than the devil we

know not, till we can pack you Normans

home.' And so, too, said his Saxons ; and

they laughed as we drove the pigs downhill.

But I think some of them, even then, began

not to hate me."

" I like Brother Hugh," said Una, softly.

" Beyond question he was the most perfect,

courteous, valiant, tender, and wise knight

that ever drew breath," said Sir Richard,

caressing the sword. " He hung up his

swordâ��this swordâ��on the wall of the great

hall, because he Said it was fairly mine, and

never he took it down till De Aquila returned,

as I shall presently show. For three months

his men and mine guarded the valley, till all

robbers and nightwalkers learned there was

nothing to get from us save hard tack and a

hanging. Side by side we fought against all

who cameâ��thrice a week sometimes we

foughtâ��against thieves and landless knights

looking for good manors. Then we were in

some peace, and I made shift by Hugh's

help to govern the valleyâ��for all this valley

of yours was my manorâ��as a knight should.

I kept the roof on the hall and the thatch on

the bam, but . . . The English are a bold

people. His Saxons would laugh and jest

with Hugh, and Hugh with them, andâ��this

was marvellous to meâ��if even the meanest

of them said that such and such a thing was

the Custom of the Manor, then straightway

would Hugh and such old men of the manor

as might be near forsake everything else to

debate the matterâ��I have seen them stop

the mill with the corn half groundâ��and if

the custom or usage were proven to be as it

was said, why, that was the end of it, even

though it were flat against Hugh, his wish

and command. Wonderful ! "

" Aye," said Puck, breaking in for the first

time. "The Custom of Old England was

here before your Norman knights came, and

it outlasted them, though they fought against

it cruelly."

" Not I," said Sir Richard. " I let the

Saxons go their stubborn way, but when my

own men-at-arms, Normans not six months

in England, stood up and told me what was

the custom of the country, then I was angry.

Ah, good days ! Ah, wonderful people!

And I loved them all."

The knight lifted his arms as though he

would hug the whole valley, and Swallow,

hearing the chink of his chain-mail, looked

up and whinnied softly.

" At last," he went on, " after a year of

striving and contriving and some little

driving, De Aquila came to the valley, alone

and without warning. I saw him first at the

Lower Ford, with a swineherd's brat on his

saddle-bow.

" ' There is no need for thee to give any

account of thy stewardship,' said he. ' I have

it all from the child here.' And he told me

how the young thing had stopped his tall

horse at the Ford, by waving of a branch, and

crying that the way was barred. ' And if

one bold, bare babe be enough to guard the

Ford in these days, thou hast done well,' said

he, and puffed and wiped his head.

" He pinched the child's cheek, and

looked at our cattle in the marshes by the

river.

" ' Both fat,' said he, rubbing his nose.

' This is craft and cunning such as I love.

Wrhat did I tell thee when I rode away,

boy?'

" ' Hold the manor or hang,' said I. I

had never forgotten it.

"' True. And thou hast held.' He

clambered from his saddle and with sword's

point cut out a turf from the bank and gave

it me where I kneeled."

Dan looked at Una, and Una looked at

Dan.

" That's seizin," said Puck, in a whisper.
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help and patience and long suffering, I could

never have kept the manor."

" ' Nor thy life either,' said De Aquila.

' Hugh has saved thee not once, but a

hundred times. Be still, Hugh,' he said.

' Dost thou know, Richard, why Hugh slept,

and why he still sleeps, among thy Norman

men-at-arms ?'

" ' To be near me,' said I, for I thought

this was truth.

" ' Fool !' said De Aquila. ' It is because

his Saxons have begged him to rise against

thee, and to sweep every Norman out of the

valley. No matter how I know. It is true.

Therefore Hugh hath made himself an

hostage for thy life, well knowing that if

any harm befell thee from his Saxons thy

Normans would slay him without remedy.

And this his Saxons know. Is it true,

Hugh?'

" ' In some sort,' said Hugh, shame

facedly; ' at least, it was true half a year ago.

My Saxons would not harm Richard now.

I think they know him ; but I judged it best

to make sure.'

" Look, children, what that man had done

â��and I had never guessed it! Night after

night had he lain down among my men-at-

arms, knowing that if one Saxon had lifted

knife against me his life would have answered

for mine.

" ' Yes,' said De Aquila. ' And he is a

swordless man.' He pointed to Hugh's belt,

for Hugh had put away his swordâ��did I tell

you ?â��the day after it flew from his hand at

Senlac. He carried only the short knife and

the long-bow. ' Swordless and landless art

thou, Hugh ; and they call thee kin to Earl

Godwin.' (Hugh was of Godwin's blood.)

' The manor that was thine is given to this

boy and to his children for ever. Sit up

and beg, for he can turn thee out like a dog,

Hugh.'

"Hugh said nothing, but I heard his teeth

grind, and I bade De Aquila, my own over

lord, hold his peace, or I would stuff his

words down his throat. Then he laughed

till the tears ran down his face.

" ' I warned the King,' said De Aquila,

' what would come of giving England to us

Norman thieves. Here art thou, Richard,

less than two days confirmed in thy manor,

and already thou hast risen against thy over

lord. What shall do to him, Sir Hugh ? "

" ' I am a swordless man,' said Hugh.

' Do not jest with me,' and he laid his head

on his knees and groaned.

" 'The greater fool thou,' said De Aquila,

and all his voice changed ; 'for I have given

thee the Manor of Dallington up the hill

this half-hour since,' and he yarked at Hugh

with his scabbard across the straw.

" ' To me ? ' said Hugh. ' I am a

Saxon, and, except that I love Richard here,

I have not sworn fealty to any Norman.'

" ' In God's good time, which because of

my sins I shall not live to see, there will be

neither Saxon nor Norman in England,' said

De Aquila. ' If I know men, thou art more

faithful unsworn than a score of Normans I

could name. Take Dallington, and join Sir

Richard to fight me to-morrow, if it please

thee!'

"'Nay,' said Hugh. 'I am no child.

Where I take a gift, there will I render

service '; and he put his hands between De

Aquila's, and swore to be faithful, and, as I

remember, I kissed him, and De Aquila

kissed us both.

" We sat afterwards outside the hut while

the sun rose, and De Aquila marked our

churls going to their work in the fields, and

talked of holy things, and how we should

govern our manors in time to come, and of â�¢ â�¢

hunting and of horse - breeding, and of

the King's wisdom and unwisdom, for ^

he spoke to us as though we were â�¢

in all sorts now his brothers. Anon a

churl stole up to me â�� he was one of the

three I had not hanged a year agoâ��and he

bellowedâ��which is the Saxon for whispering

â��that the Lady ^lueva would speak to me

at the Great House. She walked abroad daily

in the manor, and it was her custom to send

: me "word whither she went, that I might set

an archer or two behind and in front to guard

â�¢ her! 'Very'often I myself lay up in the woods

and watched her also.

" I went swiftly, and as I passed the great

door it opened from within, and there stood

my Lady yKluevr. ana she said to me : ' Sir

Richard, will it please you enter your Great

Hall?' Then she wept, but we were alone."

The knight was silent for a long timej his

face turned across the valley, smiling.

" Oh, well done ! " said Una, and clapped

her hands very softly. " She was sorry, and

she said so."

" Aye, she was sorry, and she said so," said

Sir Richard, coming back with a little start.

" Very soonâ��but he said it was two full hours

laterâ��De Aquila rode to the door, with his

shield new scoured (Hugh had cleansed it),

and demanded entertainment, and called me

a false knight, that would starve his overlord

to death. Then Hugh cried out that no man

should work in the valley that day, and our

Saxons blew horns, and set about feasting
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Hope you're having a good time in London.

I can't come down for Aunt Edith's ball on

your birthday, as they won't let me. I tried

it on, but the Dean was all against it. Look

here, I want you to do something for me.

The fact is, I've had a lot of expenses lately,

with my twenty-firster and so on, and I've

had rather to run up a few fairly warm bills

here and there, so I shall probably have to

touch the governor for a trifle over and above

my allowance. What I want you to do is this :

keep an eye on him, and if you notice that

he's particularly bucked about anything one

day, wire to me first thing. Then I'll run

down and strike while the iron's hot. See ?

Don't forget.â��Yours ever, BOB.

" P.S.â��There's just a chance that it may

not be necessary after all. If everything

goes well I may scrape into the 'Varsity team,

and if I can manage to get my Blue he will

be so pleased that a rabbit could feed out of

his hand."

I wrote back that afternoon, promising to

do all I could. But I said that at present

father was not feeling very happy, as London

never agreed with him very well, and he

might not like to be worried for money for

a week or two. He does not mind what he

gives us as a rule, but sometimes he seems

to take a gloomy view of things, and talks

about extravagance, and what a bad habit it

is to develop in one's youth, when one ought

to be learning the value of money.

Bob replied that he understood, and added

that a friend of his, who had it from another

man who had lunched with a cousin of the

secretary of football, had told him that they

were thinking of giving him a trial soon in

the team.

It was on the evening this letter came that

Aunt Edith gave her ball. She is the nicest

of my aunts, and was taking me about to

places. I had been looking forward to this

dance for weeks.

I wore my white satin with a pink sash,

and a special person came in from Truefitt's

to do my hair. He was a restless little man,

and talked to himself in French all the time.

When he had finished he stepped back, and

threw up his hands and said, " Ah, made

moiselle, c'est magnifique ! "

I said, " Yes, isn't it ? "

It was, too.

I suppose different people have their dif

ferent happiest moments. I expect father's

is when he makes a good stroke at cricket or

shoots particularly well. And Bob has his,

probably, when he kicks a football farther

than anybody else. At least, I suppose so.

I love cricket, but I don't understand foot

ball. At any rate, I know when I feel

happiest. It is when I know I look nice,

and when the floor is just right and I have a

partner whose step suits mine.

On this particular night everything was

absolutely perfect. I looked very nice. I

know one isn't supposed to be aware of this,

but father and Aunt Edith both told me, as

well as at least half my partners, so there

was a mass of corroborative evidence, as

father says. Then the floor was lovely, and

everybody seemed to dance well except one

young man who had come from Cambridge

for the ball. He danced very badly, but he

did not seem to let it weigh upon his spirit

at all. He was extremely cheerful.

" Would you prefer me," he asked, " to

apologize every time I tread on your foot, or

shall I let it mount up and apologize col

lectively at the end ? "

I suggested that we might sit out. He

had no objection.

" As a matter of fact," he said, " dancing's

good enough in its way, but footer's my

game."

I said, " Oh !"

"Yes. Best game on earth, / think. I

should like to play it all the year round.

Cricket ? Oh, yes, cricket's good enough in

its way, too. But it's not a patch on footer.

I was playing last week "

My attention wandered.

"So you see," he went on, "by half time

neither side had scored. We had the wind

with us in the second half, so "

I could never understand football, so I am

afraid I let my attention wander again. After

some minutes I heard him say, " And so we

won after all. Now, you can't get that sort

of thing at cricket."

I said, " I suppose not."

" Best game on earth, footer. I say, see

that man who just passed us with the girl in

red ? "

I looked round. The man he referred to

was my partner for the next dance. He was

tall and wiry, and waltzed beautifully. He

seemed a shy man. I noticed that he

appeared to find a difficulty in talking to the

lady in red. He looked troubled.

"See him?' said my companion.

I said I did.

"That's Hook."

" Yes ; I remember that was his name."

My companion seemed to miss something

in my mannerâ��-surprise or admiration.

" Tlit Hook, you know," he added. " Cap-
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" Oh, yes," he said. "Yes. Yes."

He paused for a moment, then added, as

if he had had an inspiration, " Yes."

" Yes ? " I said.

" Oh, yes," he replied, brightly. " Yes."

Our conversation was getting quite brisk

and sparkling.

'â�¢ You're captain of Oxford, aren't you ?"

I said.

" Oh, yes," he replied. " Yes."

" I'm very fond of cricket," I said, " but

I don't understand football. I suppose it's a

very good game ? "

" Oh, yes. Yes."

" I have a brother who's a very good

player," I went on.

"Yes?"

"Yes. He's at Oxford, too. At Mag

dalen."

"Yes?"

" Are you at Magdalen ? "

" Trinity."

" Do you know my brother ? "

I saw he hadn't heard my name when we

had been introduced, so I added, "Romney."

" I don't think I know any Romney. But

I don't know many Magdalen men."

" I thought you might, because he told me

you were probably going to put him into the

Oxford team. I do hope you will."

" Please put him in," I went on, feeling

like Bob's guardian angel. " I'm sure he's

much better than anybody else, and we

should be so pleased."

Mr. Hook, who had been getting almost

at home and at his ease, I believe, suddenly

looked pink and scared again. I heard him

whisper, "Good Lord !"

"You would be so pleased," he repeated,

mechanically.

'â�¢'â�¢Awfully pleased," I said. ''I couldn't

tell you how grateful. And it would make

such a lot of difference to Bob. I can't tell

you why, but it would."

"Oh, it wouldV said he.

" A tremendous lot. You won't forget the

name, will you? Romney. I'll write it

down for you on your programme. R.

Romney, Magdalen College. You will put

him in, won't you ? I shall be too grateful

for anything. And fatherâ��

" I think this is ours ? " said a voice.

My partner for the next dance was stand

ing before me. In the ball-room they were

just beginning the Eton boating-song. I

heard Mr. Hook give a great sigh. It may

have been sorrow, or it may have been relief.

About a week after this father said

" Halloa!" as he was reading the paper at

breakfast. "They're playing Bob at half for

Oxford, Joan," he said, "against Wolver-

hampton Wanderers."

"Oh, father ! " I said; "are they really?"

The influence of the good woman had

begun to work already.

" Instead of Welby-Smith, apparently. I

suppose they had to make some changes

after their poor show against the Casuals.

Well, I hope Bob will stay in now he's got

there."

" You'd be pleased if he got his Blue,

wouldn't you, father ? "

" Yes, my dear, I should."

I thought of writing to Mr. Hook to thank

him, but decided not to. It was best to lei

well alone. f

I got a letter from Bob a fortnight later

saying that he was still in the team, though

he had not been playing very well. He

himself, he said, had rather fancied he would

have been left out after the Old Malvernians'

match, and he wouldn't have complained,

because he had played badly ; but for some

reason they stuck to him, and if he didn't do

anything particularly awful in the next few

matches, he said, he was practically a

certainty for Queen's Club.

"What's Queen's Club?" I asked father.

" It's where the 'Varsity match is played.

We must go and see it if Bob gets his Blue.

Or in any case."

Bob did get his Blue. I felt quite a thrill

when I thought of what Mr. Hook had

suffered for my sake. Because, you see,

there were lots of people who thought Bob

wasn't good enough to be in the team. Father

read me a bit out of a sporting paper in

which the man who wrote it compared the

two teams and said that " the weak spot in

the Oxford side is undoubtedly Romney," and

a lot of horrid things about his not feeding

his forwards properly. I said, " I'm sure that

isn't true. Bob's always giving dinners to

people. In fact, that's the very reason

whyâ��

I stopped.

" Why what ? " said father.

" Why he's so hard up, father, dear. He

is, you know. It's because of his twenty-first

birthday, he said."

" I shouldn't wonder, my dear. I re

member my own twenty - first birthday

celebrations, and I don't suppose things have

altered much since my time. You must tell

Bob to come to me if he is in difficulties.

We mustn't be hard on a man who's playing

in the 'Varsity rnatch, eh, my dear j1"
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Bob was evidently still wrapped in gloomy

despair when he joined us. He was so silent

in the motor that father thought he must be

dreadfully nervous about the match, and tried

to cheer him up, which made him worse. U'e

arrived at the ground at last, and Bob went

to the pavilion to change.

We sat just behind two young men whose

whole appearance literally shrieked the word

" Fresher " ! When I thought that Bob had

been just like that a year before and that he

was really quite different now, I felt so proud

of my efforts to improve him that I was quite

consoled for the moment. I was in a gentle

reverie when father nudged me, and I woke

up to find that the two young men were dis

cussing Bob. " Yes, that's all very well,"

one of them was saying, the one in the

brighter brown suit, " but my point is that

he's too selfish. He doesn't feed his forwards

enough."

I wondered whether this young man had

been reading the sporting paper.

" He's pretty nippy, though," said the

other.

" Personally, if I had been skipper," said

the bright brown one, " I should have played

Wei by-Smith. Why they ever chucked him

licks me."

" Well, I don't know," the other was

beginning, when his words were drowned in

a burst of applause, as the Cambridge team

came on to the field. There was another

shout a moment later, and Oxford appeared,

Bob looking like a dog that's just going to

be washed.

" Good," said the bright young man;

" we've won the toss. The Tabs'll have to

play with the sun in their eyes second half.

Just when it's setting, too."

I was glad to hear this, because I know

what a nuisance the sun in one's eyes is at

cricket, and I suppose it must be just as bad

at football.

There was a lot of running about and kick

ing at first. A little Cambridge man with

light hair got the bull after a bit, and simply

tore down the touch-line till he came to Bob,

and Bob got in his way, and he kicked it to

another man, only before he'd got it the other

man who had been standing nearest to Bob

at the beginning of the game took it away

from him and sent it a long way up the field.

" Well played, Bob ! " said father. " That

little man with the light hair is Stevens, the

international. He's the most dangerous man

Cambridge have got. Bob will have his work

cut out to stop him. Still, he did it that

time all right."

The ball was being kicked about quite near

the Cambridge goal now, so I thought Oxford

must be getting the best of it. The little man

was standing about by himself looking on, as

if he were too important a person to mix

himself up with the others. But suddenly

one of the other Cambridge men sent the

ball in his direction and he was off with it

like a flash, and there seemed to be nobody

there to stop him except Bob, who was

jumping about half-way down the field.

All the Cambridge men raced clown in the

direction of the Oxford goal, and Bob met

the little man as he had done before and

made him pass to the other man. Then Bob

rushed for this man, though there was

another Oxford player rushing for him too,

and the Cambridge man with the ball waited

till they were both quite near him and then

kicked it back to the international.

" Oh, Romney, you rotter ! " said one of the

young men in front of me, in a voice of

agony ; and then there was a perfect howl of

joy from half the crowd, for the international,

who hadn't anyone between him and the

goal but the goalkeeper, who looked

nervous, ran round and shot the ball through

into the net. "Well, there's one of their

goals," said the not quite so bright young

man. " Chap writing in the Chronicle this

morning said Oxford would be lucky if they

only had three scored against them. What a

rotter Romney was to leave Stevens like that!

Why on earth can't he stick to his man? "

Father looked quite grey and haggard.

" If Bob's going to play the fool like that,"

he said, " he'd better have stayed at home."

" What didn't he do?" I asked.

" He didn't stick to his man. He gets up

against an international forward, and the first

thing he does is to leave him with a clear

field. He must stick to Stevens."

The whole air seemed full of Bob's wrong

doing. I suppose it was a sort of wireless

telegraphy or something that made me do it.

At any rate, I jumped up and shrieked in

front of everybody, in a dead silence, too :

" You must stick to Stevens, Bob 1"

Then there was a roar of laughter. I sup

pose it must have sounded funny, though I

didn't mean it; and everybody who wanted

Oxford to win took up the cry. Only after

shouting, " You must stick to Stevens,

Bob!" once, they began to shout, " Buck

up, Oxford!"

Bob turned scarletâ��I was looking at him

through father's field-glassesâ��and I believe

he was swearing to himself. Then the game

began again,
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pecked on the smooth, soft gravel were not

black and tumbled like the Museum pigeons

are now, but bright and clean as birds of new

silver. A good many people were sitting on

the seats, and on the grass babies were rolling

and kicking and playingâ��with very little on

indeed.

" It's like a lovely picture," said Anthea,

and it was. For the people's clothes were

of bright, soft colours, and all beautifully

and very simply made. No one seemed to

have any hats or bonnets, but there were a

great many Japanese - looking sunshades.

And among the trees were hung lamps of

coloured glass.

" I expect they light those in the evening,"

said Jane. "I do wish we lived-in the

future !"

They walked down the path, and as they

went the people on the benches looked at

the four children very curiously, but not

rudely or unkindly. The children, in their

turn, looked â��I hope they did not stareâ��at

'the faces of these people in the beautiful,

soft clothes. Those faces were worth looking

at. Not that they were all handsome, though

even in the matter of handsomeness they had

the advantage of any set of people the

children had ever seen. But it was the

expression of their faces that made them

worth looking at. The children could not

tell at first what it was.

" I know," said Anthea, suddenly.

"They're not worried ; that's what it is."

And it was. Everybody looked calm, no

one seemed to be in a hurry, no one seemed

to be anxious or fretted ; and, though some

did seem to be sad, not a single one looked

worried.

But though the people looked kind, every

one looked so interested in the children that

they began to feel a little shy, and turned out

of the big main path into a narrow little one

that wound among trees and shrubs and

mossy, dripping springs.

It wa.s here, in a deep shadowed cleft

between tall cypresses, that they found the

expelled little boy. He was lying face down

ward on the mossy turf, and the peculiar

shaking of his shoulders was a thing they

had seen more than once in each other. So

Anthea kneeled down by him and said :â��

" What's the matter ? "

" I'm expelled from school," said the boy

between his sobs.

" I )o you mind telling us what you'd

done ?"

" Iâ��I tore up a sheet of paper and threw

it about in the playground," said the child.

in the tone of one confessing an unutterable

baseness. " You won't talk to me any more

now you know that," he added, without

looking up.

" Was that all ? " asked Anthea.

" It's about enough," said the child, "and

I'm expelled for the whole day !"

" I don't quite understand," said Anthea,

gently. The boy lifted his face, rolled over,

and sat up.

" Why, whoever on earth are you ?" he

said.

" We're strangers from a far country," said

Anthea. " In our country it's not a crime to

leave a bit of paper about."

" It is here," said the child. " If grown

ups do it they're fined. When we do it we're

expelled for the whole day."

" Well, but," said Robert, " that just means

a day's holiday."

" You must come from a long way off,"

said the little boy. " A holiday's when you

all have play and treats and jolliness, all of

you together. On your expelled days no

one'll speak to you. Even-one sees you're

an expelleder or you'd be in school."

" Suppose you were ill ? "

" Nobody isâ��hardly. If they are, of

course they wear the badge, and everyone is

kind to you. I know a boy that stole his

sistej's illness badge and wore it when he was

expelled for a day. He got expelled for a

week for that. It must be awful not to go to

school for a week."

" Do you like school, then ? " asked

Robert, incredulously.

" Of course I do. It's the loveliest place

there is. I chose railways for my special

subject this year. There are such splendid

models and things, and now I shall be all

behind because of that torn-up paper."

" You choose your own subject ? " asked

Cyril.

" Yes, of course. Where did you come

from ? Don't you know anything 1"

" No," said Jane, definitely ; " so you'd

better tell us."

" Well, on Midsummer Day school breaks

up and everything's decorated with flowers,

and you choose your special subject for next

year. Of course, you have to stick to it for

a year at least. Then there are all your

other subjects, of course, reading and paint

ing, and the rules of citizenship."

" Look here ! " said the child, jumping up ;

" it's nearly four. The expelledness only lasts

till then. Come home with me. Mother

will tell you all about everything."

" Good gracious ! " said Anthea.





THE AMULET.

see you haven't done your Duties of Citizen

ship Course yet."

" But beggars, and people like that," per

sisted Anthea, "and tramps and people who

haven't any homes."

" People who haven't any homes ?"

repeated the lady. " I really don't under

stand what you're talking about."

" It's all different in our country," said

Cyril, carefully, " and I have read that it

used to be different in London. Usedn't

people to have no homes and beg because

they were hungry ? And wasn't London very

black and dirty once upon a time ? And the

Thames all muddy and filthy ? And narrow

streets, andâ��â��"

"You must have been reading old-fashioned

books," said the lady. " Why, all that was in

the dark ages ! My husband can tell you

more about it than I can. He took Ancient

History as one of his special subjects."

" I haven't seen any working people," said

Anthea.

" Why, I'm a working person," said the

lady ; " at least, my husband's a carpenter."

" Good gracious ! " said Anthea ; " but

you're a lady ! "

" Ah ! " said the lady, " that quaint old

word ! Well, my husband will enjoy a talk

with you. In the dark ages everyone was

allowed to have a smoky chimney, and those

nasty horses all over the streets, and all sorts

of rubbish thrown into the Thames. And, of

course, the sufferings of the people will hardly

bear thinking of. It's very learned of you to

know about it all. Did you make Ancient

History your special subject ? "

" Not exactly," said Cyril, rather uneasily.

" What is the Duties of Citizenship Course

about ?"

" Don't you really know ? Aren't you

pretendingâ��just for tun ? Really not ? Well,

that course teaches you how to be a good

citizen, what you must do and what you

mayn't do, so as to do your full share of the

work of making your town a beautiful and

happy place for people to live in. There's

a quite simple little thing they teach the

tiny children. How does it go ?

I must not steal and I must learn,

Nothing is mine that I do not earn.

I must try in work and play

To make things beautiful every day.

I must be kind to everyone

And never let cruel things be done.

I must be brave and I must try

When I am hurt never to cry,

And always laugh as much as I can

And be glad that I'm going to be a man,

To work for my living and help the rest,

And never do less than my very best."
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" That's very easy," said Jane. " / could

remember that."

" That's only the very beginning, of course,"

said the lady ; " there are heaps more rhymes.

There's the one beginning :â��

I must not litter the beautiful street

With bits of paper or things to eat ;

I must not pick the public flowers,

They are not mine, but they are ours.

And ' things to eat' reminds meâ��are you

hungry ? Wells, run and get a tray of nice

things."

" Why do you call him ' Wells' ? " asked

Robert, as the boy ran off.

" It's after the great reformerâ��surely

you've heard of him ? He lived in the dark

ages, and he saw that what you ought to do

is to find out what you want and then try

to get it. Up to then people had always

tried to tinker up what they'd got. We've

got a great many of the things he thought of.

Then ' Wells ' means springs of clear water.

It's a nice name, don't you think ? "

Here Wells returned with strawberries

and cakes and lemonade on a tray, and

everybody ate and enjoyed.

" Now, Wells," said the lady, " run off or

you'll be late and not meet your daddy."

Wells kissed her, waved to the others, and

went.

" Look here ! " said Anthea, suddenly ;

" would you like to come to our country and

see what it's like ? It wouldn't take you a

minute."

The lady laughed. But Jane held up the

charm and said the word.

" What a splendid conjuring trick ! " cried

the lady, enchanted with the beautiful grow

ing arch.

" Go through," said Anthea.

The lady went, laughing. But she did not

laugh when she found herself, suddenly, in

the dining-room at Fitzroy Street.

" Oh, what a horrible trick !" she cried :

" what a hateful, dark, ugly place ! "

She ran to the window and looked out.

The sky was grey, the street was foggy, a

dismal organ-grinder was standing opposite

the door, a beggar and a man who sold

matches were quarrelling at the edge of the

pavement, on whose greasy, black surface

people hurried along, hastening to get to the

shelter of their houses.

"Oh, look at their faces, their horrible

faces ! " she cried. " What's the matter with

them all ? "

" They're poor people, that's all,"' said

Robert.

" But it's not all; they're ill, they're un-
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surprises, and ambushes upon either side,

and it was certain that it would soon dissolve

again into open war. Money must be raised,

and it was no light matter to raise it now that

the Commons had once already voted the

tenth lamb and the tenth sheaf. Besides,

the Black Death had ruined the country, the

arable land was all turned to pasture, the

labourer, laughing at statutes, would not

work under fourpence a day, and all society

was chaos. In addition the Scotch were

growling over the border, there was the

perennial trouble in half-conquered Ire

land, and his allies abroad in Flanders and

in Brabant were clamouring for the arrears

of their subsidies. All this was enough to

make even a victorious monarch full of care.

But now Edward had thrown it all to the

winds, and was as light hearted as a boy

upon a holiday. No thought had he for

the dunning of Florentine bankers or the

vexatious conditions of those busybodies at

Westminster. He was out with his hawks,

and his thoughts and his talk should be of

nothing else. The varlets beat the heather

and bushes as they passed and whooped

loudly as the birds flew out.

" A magpie ! A magpie!" cried the

(alconer.

" Nay, nay, it is not worthy of your talons,

my brown-eyed queen," said the King, look

ing up at the great bird which flapped from

side to side above his head, waiting for the

whistle which should give her the signal.

" The tiercels, falconerâ��a cast of tiercels !

Quick, man, quick ! Ha ! the rascal makes

for wood ! He puts in ! Well flown, brave

peregrine! He makes his point. Drive

him out to thy comrade. Serve him,

varlets ! Beat the bushes! He breaks!

He breaks ! Nay, come away, then ! You

will see Master Magpie no more."

The bird had, indeed, with the cunning of

his race, flapped its way through brushwood

and bushes to the thicker woods beyond, so

that neither the hawk amid the cover, nor its

partner above, nor the clamorous beaters

could harm it. The King laughed at the

mischance and rode on. Continually birds

of various sorts were flushed, and each was

pursued by the appropriate hawkâ��the snipe

by the tiercel, the partridge by the goshawk,

even the lark by the little merlin. But the

King soon tired of this petty sport, and went

slowly on his way, still with the magnificent

silent attendant flapping above his head.

" Is she not a noble bird, fair son ? " he

asked, glancing up as her shadow fell upon

him.

" She is indeed, sire. Surely no finer ever

came from the Isles of the North."

" Perhaps not, and yet I have had a hawk

from Barbary as good a footer and a swifter

flyer. An Eastern bird in yarak has no

peer."

" I had one once from the Holy Land,"

said Manny. " It was fierce and keen and

swift as the Saracens themselves. They

say of old Saladin that in his day his breed

both of birds, of hounds, and of horses had

no equal on earth."

" I trust, dear father, that the day may

come when we shall lay our hands on all

three," said the Prince, looking with shining

eyes upon the King. " Is the Holy Land to

lie for ever in the grasp of these unbelieving

savages, or the Holy Temple to be defiled by

their foul presence ? Ah ! my dear and most

sweet lord, give to me a thousand lances with

ten thousand bowmen like those I led at

Crdcy, and I swear to you, by God's soul,

that within a year I will have clone homage

to you for the Kingdom of Jerusalem."

The King laughed as he turned to Walter

Manny.

" Boys will still be boys," said he.

" The French do not count me such ! "

cried the young Prince, flushing with anger.

" Nay, fair son, there is no one sets you at

a higher rate than your father. But you have

the nimble mind and quick fancy of youth,

turning ever from the thing that is half done

to a farther task beyond. How would we

fare in Brittany and Normandy whilst my

young Paladin with his lances and his bow

men was besieging Ascalon or battering at

Jerusalem ? "

" Heaven would help in Heaven's work."

" From what I have heard of the past,"

said the King, dryly, " I cannot see that

Heaven has counted for much as an ally

in these wars of the East. I speak with

. reverence, and yet it is but sooth to say that

Richard of the Lion Heart or Louis of

France might have found the smallest earthly

principality of greater service to him than all

the celestial hosts. How say you to that,

my Lord Bishop ? "

A stout Churchman, who had ridden be

hind the King on a solid bay cob well suited

to his weight and dignity, jogged up to the

monarch's elbow.

" How say you, sire ? I was watching the

goshawk on the partridge and heard you

not."

" Had I said that I would add two manors

to the See of Chichester I warrant that you

would have heard me, my Lord Bishop."
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" If that be the true meaning of the

Church's blessing, then I hope that it will be

long before it rests upon our banners in

France," said the King. " But methinks

that when one is out with a brave horse and

a good hound one might find some other

subject than theology. Back to the birds,

Bishop, or Raoul the falconer will come to

interrupt thee in thy cathedral."

Straightway the conversation came back

to the mystery of the woods and the mystery

of the rivers, to the dark-eyed hawks and

the yellow-eyed, to hawks of the lure and

hawks of the fist. The Bishop was as steeped

in the lore of falconry as the King, and the

others smiled as the two wrangled hard over

disputed and technical questionsâ��if an eyas

trained in the mews can ever emulate the

passage-hawk taken wild, or how long the

young hawks should be placed at hack, and

how long weathered before they are fully

reclaimed.

Monarch and prelate were still deep in

this learned discussion, the Bishop speaking

with a freedom and assurance which he would

never have dared to use in affairs of Church

and State, for in all ages there is no such

leveller as sport. Suddenly, however, the

I'rince, whose keen eyes had swept from time

to time over the great blue heaven, uttered

a peculiar call and reined up his palfrey,

pointing at the same time into the air.

" A heron ! " he cried. " A heron on

passage!"

To gain the full sport of hawking a heron

must not be put up from its feeding-ground,

where it is heavy with its meal, and has no

time to get its pare on before it is pounced

upon by the more active hawk, but it must be

aloft, travelling from point to point, probably

from the fish-stream to the heronry. Thus

to catch the bird on passage was the prelude

of all good sport The object to which the

I'rince had pointed was but a black dot in

the southern sky, but his trained eyes had

not deceived him, and both Bishop and

King agreed that it was indeed a heron,

which grew larger every instant as it flew in

their direction.

" Whistle him off, sire ! Whistle off the

gerfalcon !" cried the Bishop.

" Nay, nay ; he is over far. She would fly

at check."

" Now, sire, now ! " cried the Prince, as the

great bird, with the bree/.e behind him, came

sweeping down the sky.

The King gave a shrill whistle, and the

well trained hawk raked out to right and to

left to make sure which quarry she was to

follow. Then, spying the heron, she shot up

in a swift ascending curve to meet him.

" Well flown, Margot ! Good bird !" cried

the King, clapping his hands to encourage

the hawk, while the falconers broke into the

shrill whoops peculiar to the sport.

Going on her curve the hawk would soon

have crossed the path of the heron, but the

latter, seeing the danger in his front and con

fident in his own great strength of wing and

lightness of body, proceeded to mount higher

in the air, Hying in such small rings that to

the spectators it almost seemed as if the bird

were going perpendicularly upwards.

" He takes the air !" cried the King,

" But strong as he flies he cannot outfly

Margot. Bishop, I lay you ten gold pieces to

one that the heron is mine."

" I cover your wager, sire," said the Bishop.

" I may not take gold so won, and yet I

warrant that there is an altar-cloth somewhere

in need of repairs."

" You have good store of altar-cloths,

Bishop, if all the gold I have seen you win at

tables goes to the mending of them," said the

King. "Ah, by the rood, rascal, rascal!

See how she flies at check ! "

The quick eyes of the Bishop had per

ceived a drift of rooks which, on their even

ing flight to the rookery, were passing along

the very line which divided the hawk from

the heron. A rook is a hard temptation

for u hawk to resist. In an instant the

inconstant bird had forgotten all about the

great heron above her, and was circling over

the rooks, flying westwards with them as

she singled out the plumpest for her stoop.

" There is yet time, sire ! Shall I cast off

her mate ? " cried the falconer.

" Done with you, Bishop!" cried the King,

his brow dark with vexation. " By the rood,

if you were as learned in the fathers as you

are in hawks you would win to the throne of

St. Peter! Cast off your peregrine and

make your boasting good."

" Or shall I show you, sire, how a pere

grine may win where a gerfalcon fails ? " said

the Bishop. "Ten golden pieces to one

upon my bird."

Smaller than the Royal gerfalcon, the

Bishop's bird was none the less a swift and

beautiful creature. From her perch upon

his wrist she had watched with fierce, keen

eyes the birds in the heaven, mantling herself

from time to time in her eagerness. Now,

when the button was undone and the leash

uncast, the peregrine dashed off with a whirr

of her sharp-pointed wings, whizzing round

in a great ascending circle which mounted
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" It is good John Chandos !" cried the

King. " By the rood, John, I have missed

your merry songs this week or more. Glad

I am to see that you have your citole slung

to your back. Whence come you, then ? "

" I came from Tilford, sire, in the hope

that I should meet your Majesty."

" It was well thought of. Come, ride here,

between the Prince and me, and we will

believe that we are back in France with our

war harness on our backs once more. What

is your news, Master John ? "

Chandos's quaint face quivered with sup

pressed amusement and his one eye twinkled

like a star.

" Have you had sport, my liege?"

"Poor sport, John. We flew two hawks

on the same heron. They crabbed, and the

bird got free. But why do you smile so? "

" Because I hope to show you better sport

ere you come to Tilford."

" For the hawk ? For the hound ? "

" A nobler sport than either."

" Is this a riddle, John? What mean you?"

" Nay, to tell all would be to spoil all. I

say again that there is rare sport betwixt here

and Tilford, and I beg you, dear lord, to

mend your pace, that we make the most of the

daylight."

Thus adjured the King set spurs to his

horse, and the whole cavalcade cantered over

the heath in the direction which Chandos

showed. Presently, as they came over a slope,

they saw beneath them a winding river with

an old high backed bridge across it. On the

farther side was a village green with a fringe

of cottages and one dark manor-house upon

the side of the hill.

" This is Tilford," said Chandos. " Yonder

is the house of the Lorings."

The King's expectations had been aroused

and his face showed his disappointment.

" Is this the sport that you have promised

us, Sir John? How can you make good

your words?"

" I will make them good, my liege."

" Where, then, is the sport ? "

On the high crown of the bridge a rider

in armour was seated, lance in hand, upon a

great yellow steed. Chandos touched the

King's arm and pointed.

" That is the sport," said he.

CHAPTER IX.

HOW NIGEL HELD THE BRIDGE AT

TILFORD.

THE KING looked at the motionless figure,

at the little crowd of hushed, expectant

rustics beyond the bridge, and finally at the

Vol. xxxLâ��32

face of Chandos, which shone with amuse

ment.

" What is this, John ? " he asked.

" You remember Sir Eustace Loring, sire?"

" Indeed I could never forget him nor the

manner of his death."

" He was a knight-errant in his day."

" That indeed he wasâ��none better have I

known."

" So is his son Nigel, as fierce a young

war-hawk as ever yearned to use beak and

claws, but held fast in the mews up to now.

This is his trial flight. There he stands at

the bridge-head, as was the wont in our

fathers' time, ready to measure himself

against all comers."

Of all Englishmen there was no greater

knight-errant than the King himself, and

none so steeped in every quaint usage of

chivalry, so that the situation was after his

own heart.

" He is not yet a knight ? "

" No, sire ; only a squire."

"Then he must bear himself bravely this

day if he is to make good what he has done.

Is it fitting that a young, untried squire

should venture to couch his lance against

the best in England ? "

" He hath given me his cartel and chal

lenge," said Chandos, drawing a paper from

his tunic. " Have I your permission, sire, to

issue it ? "

" Surely, John, we have no cavalier more

versed in the laws of chivalry than yourself?

You know this young man, and you are

aware how far he is worthy of the high

honour which he asks. Let us hear his

defiance!"

The knights and squires of the escort,

most of whom were veterans of the French

war, had been gazing with interest and some

surprise at the steel-clad figure in front of

them. Now, at a call from Sir Walter

Manny, they assembled round the spot

where the King and Chandos had halted.

Chandos cleared his throat and read from

his paper:â��

" ' A tous seigneurs, chevaliers, et escuyers,'

so it is headed, gentlemen. It is a message

from the good Squire Nigel Loring of Til-

ford, son of Sir Eustace Loring of honour

able memory. Squire Loring awaits you in

arms, gentlemen, yonder upon the crown of

the old bridge. Thus says he : ' For the

great desire that I, a most humble and un

worthy squire, entertain, that I may come to

the knowledge of the noble gentlemen who

ride with my Royal master, I now wait on

the bridge of the Wey, in the hope that
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was the more curiosity, not unmixed with

amusement, in the thoughts of the courtiers

as they watched Chandos ride down to the

bridge, and commented upon the somewhat

singular figure of the challenger. His build

was strange and so also was his figure, for

the limbs were short for so tall a man. His

head also was sunk forward, as if he were lost

in thought or overcome with deep dejection.

"This is surely the Cavalier of the Heavy

Heart," said Manny. " What trouble has he

that he should hang his head ? "

" Perchance he hath a weak neck," said

the King.

"At least he hath no weak voice," the

Prince remarked, as Nigel's answer to

Chandos came to their ears. " By our I^ady,

he booms like a bittern."

As Chandos rode back again to the King,

Nigel exchanged the old ash spear which had

been his father's for one of the blunted

tournament lances which he took from the

hands of a stout archer in attendance. He

then rode down to the end of the bridge,

where a hundred-yard stretch of green sward

lay in front of him. At the same moment

the squire of Sir Walter Manny, who had

been hastily armed by his comrades, spurred

forward and took up his position. The King

raised his hand, there was a clang from the

falconer's horn, and the two riders, with a

thrust of their heels and a shake of their

bridles, dashed furiously at each other. In

the centre the green strip of marshy meadow-

land, with the water squirting from the gallop

ing hoofs, and the two crouching men, gleam

ing bright in the evening sun ; on one side

the half circle of motionless horsemen, some

in steel, some in velvet, silent and attentive,

dogs, hawks, and horses all turned to stone ;

on the other the old peaked bridge, the blue

lazy river, the group of open-mouthed rustics,

and the dark old manor-house, with one

grim face which peered from the upper

window.

A good man was John Widdicombe, but

he had met a better that day. Before that

yellow whirlwind of a horse, and that rider

who was welded and riveted to his saddle,

his knees could not hold their grip. Nigel

and Pommers were one flying missile, with

all their weight and strength and energy

centred on the steady end of the lance.

Had Widdicombe been struck by a thunder

bolt he could not have flown faster or farther

from his saddle. Two full somersaults did

he make, his plates clanging like cymbals,

ere he lay flat upon his back. For a

moment the King looked grave at that pro

digious fall. Then, smiling once more as

Widdicombe staggered to his feet, he clapped

his hands loudly in applause.

" A fair course and fairly run," he cried.

" The five scarlet roses bear themselves in

peace even as I have seen them in war.

How now, my good Walter? Have you

another squire, or will you clear a path for

us yourself? "

Manny's choleric face had turned darker as

he observed the mischance of his representa

tive. He beckoned now to a tall knight,

whose gaunt and savage face looked out from

his open bassinet as an eagle might from a

cage of steel.

" Sir Hubert," said he, " I bear in mind the

day when you overbore the Frenchmen at

Caen. Will you not be our champion now ? "

" When I fought the Frenchmen, Walter, it

was with naked weapons," said the knight,

sternly. "I am a soldier and I love a soldier's

work, but I care not for these tilt-yard tricks,

which were invented for nothing but to tickfe

the fancies of foolish women."

" Oh, most ungallant speech !" cried the

King. " Had my good consort heard you

she would have arraigned you to appear at a

Court of Love with a jury of virgins to

answer for your sins. But I pray you to take

a tilting-spear, good Sir Hubert!"

" I had as soon take a peacock's feather,

my fair lord, but I will do it, if you ask me.

Here, page, hand me one of those sticks,

and let me see what I can do."

But Sir Hubert de Burgh was not destined

to test either his skill or his luck. The

great bay horse which he rode was as unused

to this warlike play as was his master, and

had none of its master's stoutness of heart,

so that when it saw the levelled lance, the

gleaming figure, and the frenzied yellow

horse rushing down upon it, it swerved,

turned, and galloped furiously down the river-

bank. Amid roars of laughter from the

rustics on the one side and from the

courtiers on the other, Sir Hubert was seen

tugging vainly at his bridle and bounding

onwards, clearing gorse bushes and heather

clumps, until he was but a shimmering,

quivering gleam upon the dark hillside.

Nigel, who had pulled Pommers on to his

very haunches at the instant that his oppo

nent turned, saluted with his lance and

trotted back to the bridge-head, where he

awaited his next assailant.

"The ladies would say that a judgment

hath fallen upon our good Sir Hubert for

his impious words," said the King.

"Let us hope that his charger may be
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God and His saints have mercy upon me and

guard me from evil!"

The last prayer was shot out of the Bishop

with an energy and earnestness which was

unusual in his orisons. It was caused by the

sudden outcry of one of the squires, who,

having lifted the helmet from the ground,

cast it down again with a scream of horror.

"It is empty I' he cried. "It weighs as

light as a feather."

" 'Fore God, it is true!" cried Manny,

laying his hand on it. " There is no one in

it. With what have I fought, Father Bishop ?

Is it of this world or of the next ? "

The Bishop had clambered on to his horse

the better to consider the point.

" If the foul fiend is abroad," said he, " my

place is over yonder by the King's side.

Certes, that sulphur-coloured horse hath a

very devilish look. I could have sworn that

I saw both smoke and flame from its nostrils.

The beast is fit to bear a suit of armour

which rides and fights and yet hath no man

within it."

" Nay, not too fast, Father Bishop," said

one of the knights. " It may be all that you

say, and yet come from a human workshop.

When I made a campaign in South Germany

I there saw at Nuremberg a cunning figure,

devised by an armourer, which could both

ride and wield a sword. If this be such a

one "

" I thank you all for your very gentle

courtesy," said a booming voice from the

figure upon the ground.

At the words even the valiant Manny

sprang into his saddle. Some rode madly

away from the horrid trunk. A few of the

boldest lingered.

" Most of all," said the voice, " would I

thank the most noble knight, Sir Walter

Manny, that he should deign to lay aside his

greatness and condescend to do a deed of

arms upon so humble a squire."

" 'Fore God ! " said Manny, " if this be

the devil, then the devil hath a very courtly

tongue. I will have him out of his armour

if he blast me."

So saying he sprang once more from his

horse, and plunging his hand down the slit

in the collapsed gorget he closed it tightly

upon a fistful of Nigel's yellow curls. The

groan that came forth was enough to convince

him that it was indeed a man who lurked

within. At the same time his eyes fell upon

the hole in the mail corselet which had served

the squire as a visor, and he burst into deep-

chested mirth. The King, the Prince, and

Chandos, who had watched the scene from a

distance, too much amused by it to explain

or interfere, rode up weary with laughter now

that all was discovered.

" Let him out! " said the King, with his

hand to his side. " I pray you to unlace

him and let him out. I have shared in

many a spear-running, but never have I been

nearer falling from my horse than as I

watched this one. I feared the fall had

struck him senseless, since he lay so still."

Nigel had indeed lain with all the breath

shaken from his body, and as he was unaware

that his helmet had been carried off he had

not understood either the alarm or the

amusement that he had caused. Now freed

from the great hauberk in which he had been

shut like a pea in a pod, he stood blinking in

the light, blushing deeply with shame that

the shifts to which his poverty had reduced

him should be exposed to all these laughing

courtiers. It was the King who brought him

comfort.

" You have shown that you can use your

father's weapons," said he, "and you have

proved also that you are the worthy bearer of

his name and his arms, for you have within

you that spirit for which he was famous. But

I wot that neither he nor you would suffer a

train of hungry men to starve before your

door, so lead on, I pray you, and if the meat

be as good as this grace before it, then it will

be a feast indeed ! "

CHAPTER X.

HOW THE KING GREETED HIS SENESCHAL

OF CALAIS.

IT would have fared ill with the good name

of Tilford manor-house and with the house

keeping of the aged Dame Ermyntrude had

the King's whole retinue, with his outer and

inner marshal, his justiciar, his chamberlain,

and his guard, all gathered under the one

roof. But by the foresight and the gentle

management of Chandos this calamity was

avoided, so that some were quartered at the

great Abbey and others passed on to enjoy

the hospitality of Sir Roger FitzAlan at

Farnham Castle. Only the King himself, the

Prince, Manny, Chandos, Sir Hubert de

Burgh, the Bishop, and two or three more

remained behind as the guests of the

Lorings.

But small as was the party and humble the

surroundings,the King in noway relaxed that

love of ceremony, of elaborate form, and of

brilliant colouring which was one of his

characteristics. The sumpter mules were

unpacked, squires ran hither and thither,

baths smoked in the bedchambers, silks and
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would have a bout with sharpened spears or

swords, where two ride to the ground and

only one away from it, you have not far to

go to find it."

" Nay, nay; would you ride to the ground ?

Surely you had best walk, Hubert," said

Chandos. " On your feet I know well

that I should not see your back, as we have

seen it to-day. Say what you will, your

horse has played you false, and I claim your

suit of harness for Nigel Loring."

" Your tongue is over-long, John, and I

am weary of its endless clack," said Sir

Hubert, his yellow moustache bristling from

a scarlet face. " If you claim my harness, do

you yourself come and take it. If there is a

moon in the sky you can try this very night

when the board is cleared."

"Nay, fair sirs," cried the King, smiling

from one to the other, " this matter must be

followed no farther. Do you fill a bumper

of Gascony, John, and you also, Hubert.

Now pledge each other, I pray you, as good

and loyal comrades who would scorn to fight

save in your King's quarrel. We can spare

neither of you while there is so much work

for brave hearts over the sea. As to this

matter of the harness, John Chandos speaks

truly where it concerns a joust in the lists,

but we hold that such a law is scarce binding

in this, which was but a wayside passage and

a gentle trial of arms. On the other hand, in

the case of your squire, Master Manny, there

can be no doubt that his suit is forfeit."

" It is a grievous hearing for him, my

liege," said Walter Manny, " for he is a poor

man, and hath been at sore pains to fit him

self for the wars. Yet what you say shall be

done, fair sire; so if you will come to me in

the morning, Squire Loring, John Widdi-

combe's suit will be handed over to you."

"Then, with the King's leave, I will hand

it back to him," said Nigel, troubled and

stammering, " for indeed I had rather never

ride to the wars than take from a brave man

his only suit of plate."

" There spoke your father's spirit! " cried

the King. " By the rood ! Nigel, I like you

full well. Let the matter bide in my hands.

But I marvel much that Sir Aymery the

Lombard hath not come to us yet from

Windsor."

From the moment of his arrival at Tilford,

again and again King Edward had asked

most eagerly whether Sir Aymery had come,

and whether there was any news of him, so

that the courtiers glanced at each other in

wonder. For Aymery was known to all

of them" as a famous mercenary soldier of

Italy, lately appointed Governor of Calais,

and this sudden and urgent summons from

the King might well mean some renewal of

the war with France, which was the dearest

wish of every soldier. Twice the King had

stopped his meal and sat with sidelong head,

his wine-cup in his hand, listening attentively

when some sound like the clatter of hoofs

was heard from outside, but the third time

there could be no mistake. The tramp and

jingle of the horses broke loud upon the ear,

and ended in hoarse voices calling out of the

darkness, who were answered by the archers

posted as sentries without the door.

" Some traveller has indeed arrived, my

liege," said Nigel. " What is your Royal

will ? "

" It can be but Aymery," the King

answered, " for it was only to him that I lelt

the message that he should follow me hither.

Bid him come in, I pray you, and make him

very welcome at your board"

Nigel cast open the door, plucking a torch

from its bracket as he did so. Half-a-dozen

men-at-arms sat their horses outside, but one

had dismountedâ��a short, squat, swarthy

man with a rat face and quick, restless

brown eyes which peered eagerly past Nigel

into the red glare of the well-lit hall.

"I am Sir Aymery of Pavia," he whispered.

" For God's sake, tell me, is the King

within? "

" He is at table, fair sir, and he bids you

to enter."

" One moment, young man, one moment,

and a secret word in your ear. Wot you why

it is that the King has sent for me? " Nigel

read terror in the dark, cunning eyes which

glanced in sidelong fashion into his.

" Nay, I know not."

" I would I knewâ��I would I was sure ere

I sought his presence."

" You have but to cross the threshold, fair

sir, and doubtless you will learn from the

King's own lips."

Sir Aymery seemed to gather himself as

one who braces for a spring into ice-cold

water. Then he crossed with a quick stride

from the darkness into the light. The King

stood up, and held out his hand with a smile

upon his long, handsome faceâ��and yet it

seemed to the Italian that it was the lips

which smiled, but not the eyes.

" Welcome ! " cried Edward. " Welcome

to our worthy and faithful Seneschal of Calais !

Come, sit here before me at the board,

for I have sent for you that I may hear your

news from over the sea, and thank you for the

care that you have taken of that which is as
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" You must spare me, my noble liege.

For your own sake I say that you must spare

me, for I can set you in the way of such a

knightly adventure as will gladden your

heart. Bethink you, sire, that this de

Chargny and his comrades know nothing of

their plans having gone awry. If I do but

send them a message they will surely come

to the postern gate. Then, if we have placed

our bushment with skill, we shall have such

a capture and such a ransom as will fill

your coffers. He and his comrades should

be worth a good hundred thousand crowns."

Edward spurned the Italian away from

him with his foot until he sprawled among

the rushes, but even as he lay there like a

wounded snake his dark eyes never left the

King's face.

" You double traitor! You would sell

Calais to de Chargny and then in turn you

would sell de Chargny to me. How dare

you suppose that I or any noble knight had

such a huckster's soul as to think only of

ransoms where honour is to be won ? Could

I or any true man be so caitiff and so thrall ?

You have sealed your own doom. Lead

him out!"

"One instant, I pray you, my fair and

most sweet lord," cried the Prince. " Assuage

your wrath yet a little while, for this man's

rede deserves perhaps more thought than we

have given it. He has turned your noble

soul sick with his talk of ransoms, but look

at it, I pray you, from the side of honour, and

where could we find such hope of worship-

fully winning honour ? I pray you to let me

put my body in this adventure, for it is one

from which, if rightly handled, much advance

ment is to be gained."

Edward looked with sparkling eyes at the

noble youth at his side.

" Never was hound more keen on the track

of a stricken hart than you on the hope of

honour, fair son," said he. " How do you

conceive the matter in your mind ? "

" De Chargny and his men will be such as

are worth going far to meet, for he will have

the pick of France under his banner that

night. If we did as this man says, and

awaited him with the same number of lances,

then I cannot think that there is any spot

in Christendom where one would rather be

than in Calais that night."

" By the rood, fair son, you are right!"

cried the King, his face shining with the

thought "Now, which of you, John

Chandos or Walter Manny, will take the

thing in charge?'1 He looked mischievously

from one to the other, like a master who

dangles a bone betwixt two fierce old hounds.

All they had to say was in their burning,

longing eyes. " Nay, John, you must not

take it amiss, but it is Walter's turn, and he

shall have it,"

" Shall we not all go under your own

banner, sire, or that of the Prince?"

" Nay; it is not fitting that the Royal

banners of England should be advanced in

so small an adventure. And yet, if you

have space in your ranks for two more

cavaliers, both the Prince and I would ride

with you that night."

The young man stooped and kissed his

father's hand.

" Take this man in your charge, Walter,

and do with him as you will. Guard well,

lest he betray us once again. Take him

from my sight, for his breath poisons the

room. And now, Nigel, if that worthy grey

beard of thine would fain twang his harp or

sing to usâ��but what in God's name would

you have ?"

He had turned, to find his young host upon

his knee and his flaxen head bent in entreaty.

" What is it, man? What do you crave?"

" A boon, fair liege ! "

" Well, well; am I to have no peace to

night, with a traitor kneeling to me in front

and a true man on his knees behind ? Out

with it, Nigel ! What would you have ? "

" To come with you to Calais."

" By the rood ! your request is fair enough,

seeing that our plot is hatched beneath your

very roof. How say you, Walter ? Will you

take him, armour and all ? "

"Say rather will you. take me?" said

Chandos. "We are rivals in honour, Walter,

but I am very sure that you would not hold

me back."

" Nay, John, I will be proud to have the

best la,nce in Christendom beneath my

banner."

"And I to follow so knightly a leader.

But Nigel Loring is my squire, and so he

comes with us also."

" Then that is settled," said the King ;

" and now there is no need for hurry, since

there can be no move until the moon has

changed. So I pray you to pass the flagon

once again, and to drink with me to the good

knights of France. May they be of great

heart and high of enterprise when we all

meet once more within the castle wall of

Calais."

(To be continued.)
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meanwhile, that I had plenty of time to gaze

at the striking scene before me. Three

tables ran the length of the floor, and at

those sat the gowned undergraduates, break

ing on our silence with their clashes of

laughter and high-spirited talk. The hall

itself was narrow but very lofty, and decorated

from rafters to dark panelling with mellow

colours and gilding. Windows with stone

tracery and emblazoned panes lighted it from

either side, the last being deeply embayed

from floor to roof. At the far end a gallery,

supported on columns, overhung the principal

doors, while all around hung portraits of

deceased benefactors, row upon row. The

scene was enriched to the full by the mass of

silver that sparkled on the tablesâ��candle

sticks, casters, epergnes, and salvers ; there

was enough of it to have stocked a palace.

I remarked on this to the Dean as I

flavoured my asparagus from a pepper-pot

that must have weighed a couple of pounds.

" Our silver is the envy of the whole

'Varsity," he replied, " and we could furnish

these tables twice over if need were. I only

hope it is not all at the pawnbroker's before

the year is out. We should look well with

pewter candelabra and black-handled cutlery,

as they have at Spades Collegeâ��eh, Master ?"

The Master winced at this unlovely picture,

and glanced uneasily round as if he feared the

ill-omened word had gone too far.

" Mr. Scott has come to avert that

calamity," he said, in low tones. "And now,

if you will all come into the common-room,

we will put our fortunes into his hands."

In the common-room we found a servant

opening some wine. The Master sent him

about his business.

" Tell Mr. Adeane that we have left

hall," he said, " and see that we are not

interrupted."

Mr. Adeane did not make his appearance,

and the argument continued hotly for half an

hour. Out of it I gathered a tale of a lost

manuscript of some one of the philosopher

Plato's works, and of some reasons for caution

and secrecy that were not very intelligible.

And the unfortunate absentee, Mr. Adeane,

in whom I began to take quite a protective

interest, so much they wrangled over his

name, was intimately concerned in the loss.

There was something, too, which the

majority wished to tell me, and which the

Master would not allow to be said if he could

help it. Half-a-dozen times it trembled on

the tip of a careless and, I thought, spiteful

tongue, and each time the Master slew the

utterance with an anguished remonstrance.

" I beg of you to remember the terms on

which we agreed to call in Mr. Scott to help

us. He is to be allowed to form an entirely

unbiased opinion."

In short, as it seemed to me, I was present

less as the investigator of a crime or the

unraveller of a mystery than as the umpire

between these contending parties, who could

not even agree how their case was to be

stated.

At last, to save any more shilly-shallying, I

resorted to the little display of temper I have

recorded, and so got the matter out of the

slough into which it had fallen and into the

mouth of a man who seemed capable of

giving it out in a straightforward manner.

His firm, incisive tones stilled the babble of

the rest, and even the Master let him have his

say without any further interruption than the

raising of an agitated hand.

" We are on the brink of a great disaster,

Mr. Scott, and unless you help us our good

name and our honourable position in the

University fall from us to-morrow as the clock

strikes three. Three centuries ago," he con

tinued, " John Hoyles, a London merchant,

bequeathed forty-two manuscripts, nineteen

houses in the City, a farm in Kent, the tithes

of some Berkshire parishes, and the patronage

of four benefices to ourselves and to Spades

College jointly on this condition: The

bequest to be held by Martyrs for our sole

use as long as the forty-two manuscripts were

kept in our library without loss or damage.

But if a single one of these, or a leaf of one,

is lost the other college claims the whole

legacy, money, lands, manuscripts, and all.

Every year the manuscripts are counted and

inspected by the authorities of Spades, and

for more than three hundred years they have

gone disappointed away. Now for the first

time one of them is missing."

" And the date of the next inspection ? "

I asked, having at last a clear view of their

dilemma.

" To-morrow. Unless by to-morrow that

manuscript is back in the library, more than

a hundred thousand pounds' worth of pro

perty passes out of our hands and into those

of Spades. To-day we are prosperous beyond

common; to-morrow we may have to sell

our library to pay our scholarships."

" And the fellowships," put in one of the

dons, " will fall from a comfortable three

hundred pounds a year to something less

than zero."

" And my business is to discover that lost

manuscript within twenty-four hours ? "

" That is the main problem that lies before
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ing and tremulous steps into the quadrangle,

and from thence to the stairs leading to Mr.

Adeane's rooms. Half-way up the stair we

entered a door the lintel of which bore Mr.

Adeane's name in white lettering, and passed

into a lobby out of which two doors opened.

The Master tapped at one of them and

went in.

" You have stayed so long, Adeane, that

we have come to seek you. This is Mr.

Scott, who has responded very promptly to

our call."

Mr. Adeane's reception of me could hardly

be regarded as satisfactory. He rose to

greet me as we entered, but was so agitated

that he turned away and sank into his chair

without having spoken a word.

The Master turned to leave the room, but

before he went he laid his hand pleadingly

on my arm.

" Let me once more remind you," he said,

earnestly, "of our complete dependence on

you. The fate of the college is in your

hands. The mastership which I have held

for fifteen years I resign to you to-night. I

have seen the college in its pride and strength ;

Heaven grant I may not see it in its decay !

Or," he added, in a lower and heart-broken

tone, " in dishonour.'

" First of all, sir," I said to Mr. Adeane,

when the Master had gone, " what you want

is a glass of wine."

I poured him one out from a decantei

on the table, for I saw that he was in no

condition to help me unless I could pull him

together one way or another.

" Thank you," he said, gratefully, and tried

to drink it. But his hand was so shaky that

the wine went over on the table-cloth. He

rose and tried to mop it up with his hand

kerchief, but only succeeded in knocking the

glass on to the floor, where it smashed. Then

he stood staring helplessly at what he had

done, and quite incapable of anything further.

I kicked the fragments of glass under the

table.

" We'll consider that incident closed," I

said, treating him lightly. " And now tell

me how many hours' work a day it has

taken to bring you into that condition of

nerves."

" I came into college last night after

four hours' proctorial duty, and after a cup

of cocoa sat down to work at that desk."

And he pointed to an ancient bureau which

stood against the wall. " At one I gave

it up, put the manuscript inside the desk,

and went to bed. I did not lock the desk,

for I have long since lost the key, but just

put it on the top of the other things. I

rose at six this morning to start work again,

but the manuscript was gone."

I lifted the lid of the desk ; it contained

a mass of untidy papers and books.

" I need not ask if this has been over

hauled and all the other odd places in the

room searched."

" Three of us have done that, but quite

uselessly. The manuscript is not in my

rooms, you may take that as certain."

" And you have not missed anything

else?"

" No; my watch remained on the top of

the desk all night. And, what adds to the

mystery, when I came in I bolted the outer

door which separates my lobby from the

staircase, in order that the bed-maker might

not disturb me in the morning before I

wished "

I now began my examination of the rooms,

and Mr, Adeane followed me round. 1

scrutinized the outer door, which he said he

had bolted. Its fastenings were in good

order, and if I must take his word the thief

had not entered that way. The little lobby

had two doors, one leading into the tutor's

sitting-room. " And the other ? " I asked.

An empty set of rooms," he replied.

" They are left unoccupied because it would

be inconvenient to have anyone using the

same lobby as myself."

" Any other entrance into them but by

this door?"

" Oh, no; and the windows look into the

same court as mine."

I returned to the sitting-room. From that,

again, two doors opened, one into the bed

room and the other into a small study. In

the latter room was still another door.

" It is the entrance, the only entrance, into

the gallery of the hall," said Mr. Adeane.

"It is always kept locked."

I turned the handle of this locked door,

however, and was not much surprised to find

it open. I looked at the tutor and saw

drops of sweat standing on his face. The

room was empty.

" I could have swornâ��I could have

sworn " he murmured. Then he

stumbled back into the larger room, and,

very white and haggard, sank into an arm

chair.

I was not so much impressed by the

importance of the open door as I was by

the tutor's extraordinary agitation at my

discovery. If the thief had entered that

way, as might or might not have been the

case, why should it stagger Mr. Adeane more
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" All of them are of old standing or the

children of old servants," said Mr. Cobb.

" They have good reputations, which means,

of course, that they would not sell themselves

under a good figure. But then a good price

might be offered for their services â�� good

enough, perhaps, to tempt one of ourselves."

" What of Mr. Adeane's personal servants ?

He spoke of his bed-maker. What of her ? "

"Adeane is rather peculiar in his ways.

We all have a woman and a man to look

after usâ��it is the usual custom ; but about a

year ago he quarrelled with his gypâ��with the

man, that isâ��and has never replaced him,

so that his bedder has done everything for

him since then. Adeane is strange in many

ways, or, rather, he has changed much of late.

He never comes to hall or into the common-

room nowadaysâ��seems to avoid everybody

and buries himself in his work as if his life

depended on it."

" His face did not strike me as being that

of a misanthrope," I remarked. " Making

allowance for these awkward events, I should

. have called him an uncommonly fine-looking

man. And he's in debt ? "

" Obviously; though where he spends his

money or what he spends it on, Heaven

knows. Certainly not here."

Now when a man's debts are not con

tracted in the sight of his friends there is

generally a reason for it. One or two

reasons, in fact. And I wondered which of

these two roads to ruin Mr. Adeane had been

treading.

" Marriage steadies a man, after all," I

remarked, reflectively. " It is a pity for some

men when they are debarred from that form

of society."

With scorn Mr. Cobb said : " I daily thank

our pious founders that, in their wisdom, they

saw lit to cut us off from that resource of the

weak. Here, at any rate, we are secure from

the intrusion of the trifling sex. There are

no drags on our wheels.

Down to Gehenna or up to the throne,

lie travels the fastest who travels alone.

No, no. The case is not complicated in

that way. But what do you think, now that

you have heard Mr. Adeane ? "

" You did not bring me here to tell gentle

men of your mental calibre and training

what you can see just as easily as I can, that

there is something impossible or incomplete

in Mr. Adeane's account of the loss."

" Very incomplete," ejaculated the Dean.

" And when I give you my opinion do you

intend to act on it ? "

"I, at all events, shall back jou up. If

the house must fall Samson shall fall with it,

that is certain."

" Then you'll excuse me if I take a little

time to consider my decision. There is the

Master's opinion to combat, for one thing."

I was pondering over Mr. Cobb's words

and gazing out of my window into the

quadrangle when the man himself, the

subject of my cogitations, crossed the court.

He was going out of college, and, as I

watched him go, it struck me as being a

good opportunity of getting a look round his

rooms in his absence. I found, however, on

reaching the staircase that his outer door

was latched against me. Not an insuperable

difficulty for me, of course, as I always

carry the means of picking any ordinary

lock. And no doubt I should have

succeeded here. But I was obliged to desist

in my attempt, as I heard steps ascend

ing the stair. It was a neat, elderly body,

carrying a bunch of keys, which declared her

to be the bed-maker. Since she had arrived

so opportunely I asked her to let me into the

rooms, giving as an excuse that I had left my

notebook on the table.

"That ain't my way,"she replied, promptly,

and with some indignation. " I never lets

anybody into the gentlemen's rooms, and

least of all Mr. Adeane's. And a stranger,

too ! "

" Very well; then I'll sit on the stair till he

comes back," I calmly replied.

But I had evidently roused deep suspicion

in her honest bosom.

" You can't sit there," she said. " You'd

be in the way, and folks can't get up and

down for you."

But I was determined to wait till she went

off, and she, it seems, was equally determined

to get rid of me, for presently she fetched a

broom from some corner and began to sweep

the stair from top to bottom. Then I was

obliged to capitulate; I was choked out, and,

with a few sarcasms on the infrequency of

the operation, judging from the dust she

raised, I left her to her own devices and

went to my room.

loiter, long after the gates were shut for the

night and the lamps extinguished, and when

even the night porter was snugly in bed, I

strolled round the courts again, partly to cool

my brain and partly to see what was the

aspect of the college when all was still and

dark. Passing in one of my turns by the

chapel I noticed, with some astonishment,

that the great door was ajar, and I heard with

a curious thrill of the nerves the rolling and

rumbling among the arches of a monotonous
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" Who are you?" I asked.

" Iâ��I am Mrs. Philip Adeane." She said

this with so much dignity and ingenuousness

that I was quite taken aback again. The

news itself was startling enough, but her calm

manner of announcing it was, under the

circumstances, just the loveliest piece of

audacity conceivable. I could only wonder

and admire and weakly remark, "Of course."

" And what may be your object in break

ing in here ? " she added, with a conciliatory

smile that made me feel like a bear about to

be offered a bun. All the same, I thought

her presence required at least as much expla

nation as mine.

" Well, you see," I replied, " I was told

these rooms were empty, and naturally I was

not aware that Mr. Adeane was married.

I don't think that's been announced yet,

has it?"

" Announced yet!" she exclaimed. " You

know as well as I do that he couldn't keep

his fellowship a day if it were known."

" And you live here with him in conceal

ment ? "

"Yes, occasionally, for a few days at a

time."

" And not a soul in the college knows any

thing at all about it ? "

" Except our good friend Mrs, Grubb."

"Then how long have you managed to

keep this amazing secret?"

" Nearly a year."

"And what will the Master say when .he

hears of this ? "

" But what else could we do ? " she replied,

in distressful expostulation. " If Philip had

resigned when we married we should not

have had a penny to live on. It's all my

fault too. I persuaded him to try it And

now he'll hate me, I know he will. Oh ! Why

must you come and find out everything?"

"Nothing was fuither from my intention,''

I quickly put in, for she seemed on the verge

of lovely tears. "The discovery was quite

an unexpected pleasure for me, I assure you

And as for running off to tell people about it

â��well, I must see what Mr. Adeane has to

say for himself first."

For, indeed, during the last five minutes

the wind had marvellously changed. From

the moment that this charming young lady

told me she was Mr. Adeane's wife I saw

all my, and Mr. Cobb's, ingeniously-woven

theory of the lost Plato clean overset. Then

I was quite ready to point him out, if not as

the actual thief, yet as a deeply guilty acces

sory. Now, in the light of this new know

ledge, such an idea seemed absurdly un-

Vol. xxxLâ��35.

supported by any shred of evidence. All the

circumstances that threw suspicion on him

took on a very different colour. This was

what he had to conceal. This was what

gave him that unfortunate manner which

would have biased against him a shrewder

man than I. This was the cause of his

moroseness and of his quarrel with his ser

vants, of which Mr. Cobb had told me. His

agitation in the matter of the gallery door

did not require much penetration to under

stand now. And, finally, that high-strung

scene in the college chapel might well be the

remorse of a sensitive and scrupulous man

for such a venial offence as taking a wife in

defiance of the antiquated regulations. And

such a wife ! The longer I looked at her the

more I would gladly have put down bail for

her husband. And as for upsetting their

little domestic arrangements and tattling to

the stony-faced Dean, I would as soon have

robbed a lark's nest.

Mrs. Adeane, meanwhile, was in two minds

whethei smiles or tears would best propitiate

this brutal intruder. Happily she decided to

try the smiles. And as I was not unwilling

to be won over, she very soon extracted from

me solemn and binding promises not to

breathe a word to anyone about this romantic

marriage.

"Then it's a bargain," she exclaimed,

merrily, when it was time for me to take

my leave and go about weightier matters.

" You are to be on our side, and we are to be

friends.''

" With all the pleasure in life," I replied ;

and I carefully locked her in the rooms

before I went downstairs.

On the whole I was genuinely pleased. A

man likes his instincts to be justified by

events, and certainly mine had cried out

against the fixing of this crime on Mr.

Adeane

On inquiry, about a couple of hours later,

I learned that Mr. Adeane had gone for a

ride on horseback, and was not expected back

until five o'clock. I would have given a

kingdom to have been able to have a talk

with him.

It was now past two o'clock, and the fatal

hour drew rapidly near. The undergraduates,

in happy ignorance of the impending doom,

were gadding about from room to room,

making up parties for the afternoon's amuse

ments ; the dons were now in conclave,

while over at Spades I imagined them pre

paring to come and count the precious

manuscripts, either in unexpectant indif

ference or in guilty exultation.
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" Philip spent hours poring over the

wretched thing without ever saying a word

to me or even looking at me, so I just hid it

away. I hadn't the slightest idea it had any

real value. I thought it was just one of those

silly toys men play with and pretend to be

hard at work."

" I take it as a compliment," she said.

" Why, since a fortunate accident has made

me master of the situation, should I not profit

by it? What woman is ever scrupulous

where her interests are concerned ? "

" And you know where it is ? "

" Undoubtedly," she calmly replied.

" I thank the fates I've found it at last,"

and I executed the first steps of a "polka

round the room.

"I congratulate you," she said, dryly.

"On what?" I stammered.

" I understood you to say you had found

the manuscript," she replied, with an accent

on the " you."

" Well, of course you'll hand it over."

" Why should I ?" she asked, in the

coolest tone imaginable.

" You won't ? " I ejaculated ; and she shook

her head.

I was dumbfounded. For she evidently

meant all she said, and more. Taken it out

of a childish whim she might; but now that

she knew its value to the college she was

evidently going to make her own terms for

its restoration. And 1 cursed myself for

letting her know its importance. However,

I put as good a face on it as I could.

" What's hidden can be found," I said.

" It's only a matter of time."

" Precisely ; it's a matter of timeâ��of ten

minutes or so," she retorted. " You are

welcome to make a search."

I glanced round the room. There were,

perhaps, a thousand books in various book

cases, in any one of which the manuscript

might be, a couple of large bureaux, and all

the thousand and one hiding-places which a

room well filled with furniture affords.

"You mean to ruin the college by not

giving up the manuscript ? " I said, savagely.

" Let me warn you of the extreme serious

ness of the matter."

" It is precisely because it's serious that I

am safe," she replied, pleasantly. "And I

shall give it up when I get what I want

for it."

" And what may that be ? "

"They must promise the next vacant

college living to Philip. In the ordinary

course of things he wouldn't get a living for

years and years, you know. But I think,

now, I can persuade them to alter the

order."

" And after marrying your husband in

flagrant defiance of the college regulations,"

I gasped, "you are going to levy blackmail

in this disgraceful way ? You are the most

unscrupulous person I ever met."

" Luckily they haven't all the brains you

seem to have," I replied; "else laws would

be but useless things.''

" And detectives too," she slyly put in.

" Now, once for all," I continued, choking

back my temper, " I am going down to the

Master. If I take the manuscript he need

not know where I got it; but if you won't

give it up I shall tell him all. And, re

member, it is stealing; they can send you to

jail for it."

" I am in jail already," she said, casting a

scornful glance round the room. " Besides,

my terms include an amnesty; you can tell

the Master my conditions."

"I shall certainly do no such thing," I

answered, indignantly. " You must face them

yourself if you intend to bargain about it.

And we had better be going," I added.

" The time is getting short."

"The shorter the better. Two minutes

for you and me to make our explanations and

five for them to consider my offer. That

makes seven. It is now ten to three, so I

have three minutes for a glance in the

glass."

She ran into the adjoining room, and I,

without thinking, began to rummage in any

likely place that caught my eye.

A silvery laugh interrupted me. " Not

the slightest use," she said. " Now I'm

ready ; lead on."

I entered the common-room without

ceremony. They were all there still, sitting

about in various attitudes of dejection. The

Master's watch lay on the table, and a dead

silence reigned.

"This is your thief, gentlemen," I said,

stepping on one side that all might get a

good view of the lady, who, though twenty

pairs of eyes were concentrated on her, did

not change one shade of her youthful colour,

but faced them as calmly as if they were her

little dogs.

There were some moments of stupefaction.

Then I heard the Master murmur.

" Who is it, Mr. Scott ? Who is it ? "

"This is Mrs. Philip Adeane," I said, and

there was a further rustle of excitement,

through which the Dean's strident tones

broke.

" If this is a jest, it is rather ill-timed."
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values occurs in the melody alone. The

accompaniment is kept strictly to time

throughout, the lengthening of certain sylla

bles being equalized by the shortening of

others. It is a style of singing principally

useful for the interpretation of strong feeling,

being governed by the accent which is given

in ordinary speech. The subject will be

referred to later under another heading.

Next we come to

(3) portamento, (4) staccato, (5) aspirate.

Of the mechanism by which these are pro

duced this is not a suitable place to write.

It belongs to those realms of voice-pro

duction through which it is not proposed to

conduct the reader on the present occasion.

We will, therefore, pass on to

(c) Changes in melody. When a passage

of notes occurs a second time during a song

it is sometimes advisable to make changes by

the introduction of turns, appoggiature, or

trills, or by absolute alterations in the

melody. The latter alternative must, how

ever, be adopted with the most irreproach

able musical taste. It is but rarely resorted

to save in the old Italian music, where con

siderable latitude was not merely allowed to

the singer, but almost expected of him The

accompanying examples will illustrate how the

alterations may be made. They are typical

of the many variants which the writer re

ceived from

Senor Garcia i.-

during the

four precious

years spent

under the

maestro's

tuition. One

occurs in the

famous "Aria

di Chiesa " of

Stradella, the

other in the

principal

(e) Changes in phrasing. Alterations are

often possible in breathing places, whereby

the recurrence of a melody may receive fresh

treatment. The choice of these, however, is

subject to certain strict rules, which are

accepted canons of artistic singing. A

breath must never be taken in the middle of

a word, between an adjective and its related

noun, in the middle of a verb, or between

any words which are intimately united by

their grammatical sense. Consequently the

vocalist must replenish the breath only when

the punctuation of words and music agrees.

On the rare occasions when this is not

possible, a half breath may be taken at a

convenient place, but this must be done in

such a way that it is not noticeable to the

-ORIGINAL MELODY.

Si â�¢ a dan - na - to nel fuo - co e-ter-no dal

tn - o ri - gor.

TREATMENT OF SAME PASSAGE IN LAST VKRSE.

Tempo rubato.

Si - a dan - na - to nel fuo -co e-ter-no

baritone air in the " Nozze

di Figaro," "Vedrb, mentr'

io sospiro."

So much for changes in

melody. In addition to

these there are certain

possible

(d) Changes in the man

ner of executing passages.

(i) The "legato"is the

most important of all, being

the groundwork and domi

nant characteristic of all

good vocalization. In it the

notes are connected one

to another with grace and

smoothness, flowing with

distinctness and evenness.

The other four methods

may be looked on as varieties

of colouringâ��(2) Marcato,

Vol. xxxi.â�� 36.

2.â��ORIGINAL MELODY.

ri-de-re, per ri-de - re di mi â�¢ a in - fe

jr â��

li

-ti.

SUBSEQUENT TREATMENT OF PASSAGE WHEN IT RECURS.

Tempo rtibato.

Per da - re a me tor - men - to

per ri-de-re, per ri-de - re

for - se an - cor

mi â�¢ a in - fe - li - ci-ta.
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whistle under his breath, and Mrs. Bowman

promptly said, " Jf'sA ! "

" But how did you discover me ?" she

inquired, turning again to the visitor.

" Wandering over the world," continued

Mr. Tucker, " here to-day and there to

morrow, and unable to settle down any

where, I returned to Northtown about two

years ago. Three days since, in a tramcar, I

heard your name mentioned. I pricked up

my ears and listened ; when I heard that you

were free I could hardly contain myself. I

got into conversation with the lady and

obtained your address, and after travelling

fourteen hours here I am."

" How very extraordinary ! " said the widow.

" I wonder who it could have been ? Did

she mention her name?"

Mr. Tucker shook his head. Inquiries as

to the lady's appearance, age, and dress were

alike fruitless. " There was a mist before

my eyes," he explained. " I couldn't realize

it. I couldn't believe in my good fortune." â�¢

" I can't think " began Mrs. Bowman.

"What does it matter?" inquired Mr.

Tucker, softly. " Here we are together

again, with life all before us and the misun

derstandings of long ago all forgotten."

Mr. Clark cleared his throat preparatory

to speech, but a peremptory glance from

Mrs. Bowman restrained him.

" 1 thought you were dead," she said,

turning to the smiling Mr. Tucker. " I never

dreamed of seeing you again."

" Nobody would," chimed in Mr. Clark.

" When do you go back ? "

" Back ? " said the visitor. " Where ? "

"Australia," replied Mr. Clark, with a glance

of defiance at the widow. " You must ha"

been missed a preat deal all this time."

Mr. Tucker regarded him with a haughty

stare. Then he bent towards Mrs. Bowman.

" Do you wish me to go back ? " he asked,

impressively.

" We don't wish either one way or the

other," said Mr. Clark, before the widow

could speak. " It don't matter to us."

" We ?" said Mr. Tucker, knitting his

brows and ga/.ing anxiously at Mrs. Bowman.

" We ?"

" We are going to be married in six weeks'

time," said Mr. Clark.

Mr. Tucker looked from one to the other

in silent misery ; then, shielding his eyes with

his hand, he averted his head. Mrs. Bow

man, with her hands folded in her lap, regarded

him with anxious solicitude.

" I thought perhaps you ought to know,"

said Mr. Clark.

Mr. Tucker sat bolt upright and gazed at

him fixedly. " I wish you joy," he said, in a

hollow voice.

"Thankee," said Mr. Clark ; "we expect to

be pretty happy." He smiled at Mrs. Bow

man, but she made no response. Her looks

wandered from one to the otherâ��from the

good looking, interesting companion of her

youth to the short, prosaic little man who was

exulting only too plainly in his discomfiture.

Mr. Tucker rose with a sigh. "Good-bye,"

he said, extending his hand.

"You are not goingâ��yet ? " said the widow.

Mr. Tucker's low-breathed " I must " was

just audible. The widow renewed her ex

postulations.

"Perhaps he has got a train to catch," said

the thoughtful Mr. Clark.

"No, sir," said Mr. Tucker. " As a

matter of fact, I had taken a room at the

George Hotel for a week, but I suppose I

had better get back home again."

" No; why should you ?" said Mrs.

Bowman, with a rebellious glance at Mr.

Clark. " Stay, and come in and see me

sometimes and talk over old times. And

Mr. Clark will be glad to see you, I'm sure.

Won't you Nathâ��Mr. Clark ? "

" I shall beâ��delighted," said Mr. Clark,

staring hard at the mantelpiece. " De

lighted."

Mr. Tucker thanked them both, and after

groping for some time for the hand of Mr.

Clark, who was still intent upon the mantel

piece, pressed it warmly and withdrew.

Mrs. Bowman saw him to the door, and a

low-voiced colloquy, in which Mr. Clark

caught the word " afternoon," ensued. By

the time the widow returned to the room he

was busy building with the draughts again.

Mr. Tucker came the next day at three

o'clock, and the day after at two. On the

third morning he took Mrs. Bowman out for

a walk, airily explaining to Mr. Clark, who

met them on the way, that they had come

out to call for him. The day after, when

Mr. Clark met them returning from a walk,

he was assured that his silence of the day

before was understood to indicate a distaste

for exercise.

" And, you see, I like a long walk," said

Mrs. Bowman, " and you are not what I

should call a good walker."

" You never used to complain," said Mr.

Clark ; " in fact, it was generally you that

used to suggest turning back."

"She wants to be amused as well," re

marked Mr. Tucker ; " then she doesn't feel

the fatigue."
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He folded his arms and regarded the pair

with a bitter smile ; Mrs. Bowman, quite un

able to meet his eyes, still gazed intently at

the floor.

"You have made me the laughing-stock

of Trimington," pursued Mr. Clark. " You

have wounded me in my tenderest feelings ;

you have destroyed my faith in women. I

shall never be the same man again. I hope

that you will never find out what a terrible

mistake you've made."

Mrs. Bowman made a noise half-way

between a sniff and a sob ; Mr. Tucker's sniff

was unmistakable.

" I will return your presents to-morrow,"

said Mr. Clark, rising. " Good bye, for

ever! "

He paused at the door, but Mrs. Bowman

did not look up. A second later the front

door closed and she heard him walk rapidly

away.

For some time after his departure she

preserved a silence which Mr. Tucker

endeavoured in vain to break. He took a

chair by her side, and at the third attempt

managed to gain possession of her hand.

" I deserved all he said," she cried, at last.

" Poor fellow, I hope he will do nothing

desperate."

" No, no," said Mr. Tucker, soothingly.

" His eyes were quite wild," continued the

widow. "If anything happens to him I shall

never forgive myself. I have spoilt his

life."

Mr. Tucker pressed her hand and spoke of

the well-known refining influence a hopeless

passion for a good woman had on a man.

He cited his own case as an example.

" I )isappointment spoilt my life so far as

worldly success goes," he said, softly, " but

no doubt the discipline was good for me."

Mrs. Bowman smiled faintly, and began to

he a little comforted. Conversation shifted

from the future of Mr. Clark to the past of

Mr. Tucker; the widow's curiosity as to the

extent of the latter's worldly success remain

ing unanswered by reason of Mr. Tucker's

sudden remembrance of a bear-fight.

Their future was discussed after supper,

and the advisability of leaving Trimington

considered at some length. The towns and

villages of England were at their disposal;

Mr. Tucker's business, it appeared, being

independent of place. He drew a picture of

life in a bungalow with modern improve

ments at some seaside town, and, the cloth

having been removed, took out his pocket-

book and, extracting an old envelope, drew

plans on the back.

It was a delightful pastime and made Mrs.

Bowman feel that she was twenty and begin

ning life again. She toyed with the pocket-

book and complimented Mr. Tucker on his

skill as a draughtsman. A letter or two fell

out and she replaced them. Then a small

newspaper cutting, which had fluttered out

with them, met her eye.

"A little veranda with roses climbing up

it," murmured Mr. Tucker, still drawing,

"and a couple of "

His pencil was arrested by an odd, gasping

noise from the widow. He looked up and

saw her sitting stiffly in her chair. Her face

seemed to have swollen and to be coloured

in patches; her eyes were round and amazed.

"Aren't you well?" he inquired, rising in

disorder.

Mrs. Bowman opened her lips, but no

sound came from them. Then she gave a

long, shivering sigh.

" Heat of the room too much for you ? "

inquired the other, anxiously.

Mrs. Bowman took another long, shivering

breath. Still incapable of speech, she took

the slip of paper in her trembling fingers and

an involuntary exclamation of dismay broke

from Mr. Tucker. She dabbed fiercely at

her burning eyes with her handkerchief and

read it again.

"TUCKER.â��If this should meet the eye oj

Charles Tucker, who knew Amelia Wyborn

twenty-five years ago, he will hear of something

greatly to his advantage by communicating

with N.C., Royal Hotel, NortMown"

Mrs. Bowman found speech at last.

" N. C.â��Nathaniel Clark,"she said, in broken

tones. " So that is where he went. Oh,

what a fool I've been ! Oh, what a simple

fool !"

Mr. Tucker gave a deprecatory cough.

" Iâ��I had forgotten it was there," he said,

nervously.

" Yes," breathed the widow, " I can quite

believe that."

" I was going to show you later on,"

declared the other, regarding her carefully.

" I was, really. I couldn't bear the idea of

keeping a secret from you long."

Mrs. Bowman smiledâ��a terrible smile.

" The audacity of the man," she broke out,

" to stand there and lecture me on my

behaviour. To talk about his spoilt life, and

all the time "

She got up and walked about the room,

angrily brushing aside the proffered atten

tions of Mr. Tucker.

"Laughing-stock of Trimington, is he?"

she stormed. " He shall be more than that
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increase of appetite. Notwithstanding this,

adults, as a matter of fact, do require less

food than growing boys and girls. At forty

years of age a man will do well to reduce

his daily consumption of food.

4. No, there is no rule, according to

weight, by which a man may judge how

much food and liquid he requires. Weight

has no relation to the amount of food neces

sary to keep a man in good health. Stout

people often are very small eaters, but, as a

rule, take too much fluid. A strong, muscular

man, though of the same weight as his fat

friend, will require more nourishment and

make a much better use of it. The great

desideratum is not the quantity of solids

and liquids required to keep a man in health,

but the amount of nourishing constituents

these contain. See reply to No. 5.

5. I am quite positive that careful diet is

not only possible, but would be highly

advantageous. Yet it would be difficult to

act upon Cornaro's lines, for it is not the

actual weight of solids and liquids that should

be our guides, but the amount of nutriment

these contain. For the maintenance of

health we require a certain amount of

proteids, salts of various kinds, and hydro

carbons, and these will vary according to

climate.

6. As a rule the well-to-do do eat too

much, and of substances which give their

digestive organs a great amount of unneces

sary work. Indeed, I am convinced more

people die from over-eating than from over

drinking. I am no advocate for alcoholic

drinks, nor am I a total abstainer, yet I

believe the moderate man has the best

chance of longevity. I have had my'eye

upon all classes for over thirty years, and I

have almost invariably noted that the tee

totaler, as a rule, is an inordinate eater, and

in consequence dies comparatively young

7. Yes, we do drink too much tea. The

pernicious constituents of tea which are

injurious to the stomach, and through it to

the system at large, consist of tannin and gum

extracts which are of a resinous nature. Now

these may be retained in the leaves, and thus

the infusion rendered comparatively inno

cuous if the tea is infused for a period not

exceeding three minutes. This is quite

sufficient to extract all the aromatic and

invigorating properties, while the noxious

ingredients are left behind.

8. This (the question of grey hair) is a

difficult problem. The hair being only an

outgrowth from the scalp, the pigment, being

supplied from a different source, is not

essential to the health of the hair. A sturdy

growth of hair is more liable to go white

than finer hair. The reason of this is, I think,

that the tubule of the hair is more liable to

be encroached upon and occluded in the

former variety. The best way to preserve the

hair is to employ frequent friction and so

prevent the scalp becoming adherent to the

skull, whereby the circulation is impeded and

the nourishment of the hair bulbs cut off.

9. Most assuredly our youth are too softly

treated, pampered, and over-indulged. Dis

cipline is sadly lacking, and a more Spartan

regimen is what they require to make men

of them.

10. What is required for preserving

the health and beauty of women are,

first, a strict observance of hygienic laws,

especially those which apply to the whole

length of the alimentary canal ; second,

avoidance of late hours and over-fatigue at

certain times; third, warm clothing, especially

as regards the extremities ; fourth, the avoid

ance of tight lacing and high-heeled boots ;

fifth, plenty of open-air exercise and gym

nastics to a moderate extent

n. Any amusement that necessitates a

good amount of walking in the open air,

especially when the muscles of the trunk and

arms are also brought into frequent play, is a

good general exercise. In a word, walking

is the best all-round exercise we can take.

(Signed) R. B.

The following are the answers given by

John Haddon, M.A., M.D., of Denholme,

Roxburghshire, author of "Notes from

Private Practice on Sore Throats,"' etc. :â��

1. As a rule children thrive well on milk

alone for nine months. Although some are

born with teeth, we may conclude that when

the teeth normally appear other food might

be given. Children should not have meat ;

and some recent studies of dietaries in

America have proved that children on a diet

of fruit and nuts alone are exceptionally

healthy and vigorous. If growing children

are sufficiently nourished on such a diet,

what need can there be for any other when

their growth has ceased ?

2. No. Appetite is not a guide to be

followed at any age, and gratification of the

appetite is certain to cause disease sooner or

later, according to the power of elimination.

A good appetite, indeed, is one of the chief

dangers to health among the people.

3. When they have attained their full

growth adults do not need so much food as

boys and girls. If they do not eat less then
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same family, where one goes to a school at a

distance and the others to one close at hand.

10. Right food and some work outside,

or plenty of outdoor exercise and athletics

are the best means of preserving the health

and beauty of women.

11. Outdoor work is the best exercise for

all weathers and all seasons. As out-workers

in the garden, or in the fields, in Scotland,

we find the best specimens of women. If

walking is relied upon for exercise, it should

be uphill, and at such a pace as will ensure

free action of the skin, the inaction of which

is the cause of much disease.

The next answers we give are those of Dr.

Joseph Kidd, of Finsbury Circus, author of

"The Laws of Therapeutics," "Heart Disease

and the Nauheim Treatment," etc., well

known as having been physician to Lord

Beaconsfield. Dr. Kidd writes :â��

1. As a rule, children should begin to take

more solid food than milk at about the age of

twelve months, chiefly farinaceous food, such

as crust of bread with butter scraped on, stale

crumb of French roll, mealy potatoes baked

or boiled, but not mashed, or the best of the

prepared infants' foods. It is best for children

not to begin to take meat until after seven

years of age, providing the supply of other

food is good and abundant, such as milk,

fresh eggs, bread and butter, farinaceous

foods, fruit, and vegetables. Fresh fish or

poultry two or three times a week. Happy

the children, mentally as well as physically,

that do not touch butcher's meat until after

seven years of age.

2. Yes, appetite is a reasonable guide in

youth.

3. Grown people begin to need less food

at about the age of twenty-three. After that

age adults, as a rule, require less food than

growing boys and girls.

4. Most fortunately there is not any rule

according to weight as to the quantity of

food or liquid a man requires. To attempt

to judge by a man's weight the amount of

food and liquid he should take per day would

create a race of faddists and hysterical men

and women.

5. It would be possible but not advan

tageous to diet ourselves like Cornaro.

With restricted food our northerly climate

would create a degenerate race of men and

women. The result of restricted food would

fall all one way. Possibly one man like

Cornaro might live to be a hundred, but the

rest would most probably fall into the grave

before sixty.

6. Yes, the well-to-do, as a rule, eat too

much, especially too much meat, and too

little bread At our ordinary dinner few

people finish the small portion of bread at

their side, whereas at a French dinner bread

is eaten all through the meal.

7. The well-to-do should take tea weaker

and of better quality, as strong tea prevents

normal waste of the tissues, and gout often

follows. To poor people tea is an actual

food as well as drink. A small quantity of

food with tea will supply all the processes

and functions of life much better than a

larger quantity of food without the tea. Thus

it enables the poor to work on a smaller

quantity of food. Liebig discovered this fact,

and laid great stress upon it. To a lady

visiting in Bethnal Green a poor widow said :

" We widows have to live very low. If you

took away our tea it would be like murder

to us." Coffee is too expensive for the poor.

8. As far as they can, working people should

spend their money on the most nutritious food.

Use a hair-brush regularlyâ��at bedtime when

not able to spare the time in _the morning.

Rub into the roots of the hair'some simple

thing, such as vaseline or salad oil. The use

of any application containing lead should be

avoided. Lead darkens the hair, but poisons

the nervous tissues of the brain.

9. Yes, the youth of the age are,too softly

treated, even amongst the poor. A more

Spartan regimen would be advantageous, viz.,

the windows of bedrooms to be kept open at

night; as much open-air exercise as possible ;

if a cold bath in the morning cannot be had,

then a good rubbing all over with a towel

dipped in cold water should be tried.

10. Daily open-air exercise is among the

best preservatives of the health and beauty

of women; also nourishing food â�� milk;

increase the quantity of butter; use jam

sparingly. Thorough mastication of food,

using bread two days old to ensure mastica

tion. A sponging bath night or morning, as

most convenientâ��warm, tepid, or cold, as

most agreeable. Avoid tight stays and tight

clothes. Thick soles to shoes to prevent

chills to the feet.

11. The best exercise for all â�� for all

weathers and all seasons of the year â�� is

regular steady walking in the open air. The

next best exercise is cycling, or, to those who

can afford it, riding or rowing.

(Signed) JOSEPH KIDD, M.D.

Dr. F. Needham, of Camden Hill Square,

W., author of 'â�¢ Brain Exhaustion," " Forced

Alimentation," etc., answers as follows ;â��
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think they do; the growing boy has to con

serve his body, making provision for ad

ditional growth. As to the age when less

is required, the answer to this question

depends largely upon the amount of work.

About twenty-five, I should say, if doing an

average amount of work.

4. No, i here is no rule by which a man may

judge how much food and drink he requires

per day. Take a case of diabetes ; it would

be cruel to cut down the supply of liquid to

a few ounces.

5. I do not think it would be well for a man

to diet himself like Cornaro. Some years ago

I had a great deal to do with the regulations

re workhouse dietaries, but I should not

have ventured to suggest as an experiment

anything similar, except upon myself, and in

my case it was a miserable failure.

6. Yes, the well-to-do do eat too much,

too much meat, at any rate, in summer.

Inmates of workhouses and asylums do well

on one meat meal a day. In the United

States asylums I am aware they give more

meat, but I do not think the physical condi

tions there are better than here.

7. The evil of excessive tea-drinking is the

leaving the tea to stew instead of using the

fresh infusion.

9. No, the youth of the age are not too

softly treated, but they want more manly

sports. There is nothing manly in a young

fellow watching a football match and smoking

and drinking all the time. More walking and

fewer trolly-cars would be better for them.

10. Fresh air, mental and physical exer

cises are the best preservatives of health and

beauty in women. In countries where the

women take little exercise, they deteriorate in

beauty far faster than the English.

11. Exercise is like food, it should be

mixed, and I do not mind what the form takes

so long as there is plenty of fresh air with it.

Note.â��I have, as one who has had twenty-

five years of public life in Poor Law and

County Council work, as much experience of

the poor of a great town as any one, and I

do not believe in the cry about the degene

ration of the working classes. By accident,

the report of the Poor Law Commissioners

on the sanitary condition of the labouring

population of Great Britain, 1842, lies before

me. The Commissioners quote (page 182)

Dr. Hawkins : " I believe that most travellers

are struck by the lowness of stature, the lean

ness, and paleness which present themselves

so commonly to the eye at Manchester, and,

above all, among the factory classes." The

height of both boys and girls had increased

in 1873 slightly by '2 to -4 inches and weight

by five to six pounds.

I believe there has been great improvement

since that date (1873). The curse of the

working classes is the way they are housed.

The concentration in the towns, the foul

emanations from defective drainage, cause

an enormous amount of disease. Give the

people houses to live in, not places to die in,

and you will have done much to promote the

healthy physical development of the people.

(Signed) JNO. MILSON RHODES, M.D.

Dr. C. \V. Saleeby, of Greville Place,

N.W., author of " The Cycle of Life," " Evo

lution the Master Key," etc., replies as fol

lows. He observes that he answers only

those questions on which he feels he can give

a first-hand opinion :â��

2. It being assumed by parents that a

child's appetite is radically erroneous, evi

dence of gluttony and original sin, and the

diet of the child being modified in conse

quence, it is safe to say that the appetite of

the average child is no reasonable guide,

either to the quantity or the quality of the

food required. Such a child will make him

self ill, for instance, with sweets or fruit, but

it is a priori probableâ��Nature being no fool

â��and has been experimentally proved, that

if the appetite be regarded as not without

purpose, there are no other indications so

trustworthy and valuable. It is only the

child deprived of the necessary sugar, organic

acids, etc., that will unduly cram himself

with sweets and fruit when he gets the

chance. My profession had to wait for an

outsiderâ��Herbert Spencerâ��to teach it this,

as he told in his wonderful little book on

education nearly half a century ago.

5. '1 he question as to Cornaro's diet and

Nos. 4 and 6 (as to judging of quantity

and excess in eating) cannot be answered off

hand because of the number of the factors

that determine the amount of food anyone

requires. As question No. 4 recognises, body-

weight is undoubtedly such a factor, but the

amount of work done, physical and mental,

is of at least equal importance. Question

No. 5 wisely recognises the influence of tem

perature. The figures quoted for Cornaro

are quite irrelevant to common needs, if not

incredible.

6. Beyond all doubt whatever the well-to-

do, as a rule, eat far too much, just as the

very poor unfortunately eat too little. As a

nation we consume an adequacy of food, but

a large proportion of it goes into the wrong

mouths. That the well-to-do eat too much
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The fashion of three or four large meals a day,

each of a very miscellaneous and often highly

nitrogenous character, must inevitably in time

produce disastrous results. The lower animals

feed only when they are hungry ; man at

regular intervals fixed by custom, and abso

lutely irrespective of appetite. Who ever

heard of a modern society individual only

eating when hungry ?â��though many indulge

in appetizers to produce an artificial craving

for more food than is necessary. The

worst forms of over-eating occur in those

peopleâ��a numerous classâ��who are already

suffering from an overtaxed digestive appa

ratus and whose blood is saturated with

the deleterious products of a too liberal

diet, which excess their systems, owing to

hereditary or acquired conditions, are unable

to get rid of by natural processes. These

persons, on account of the distressing sensa

tions they suffer, are told, or more frequently

persuade themselves, that more nourishment

is necessary, and so, in addition to their fixed

excessive daily meals, add coal to the fire

by taking small quantities of nourishment

between times and even during the hours of

the night, when Nature attempts to enforce

some rest for the digestive organs. A few hours'

starvation occasionally would be an excellent

treatment for the majority of town dwellers

of the well-to-do classes. A treatment which

gained a large reputation a few years ago

consisted in the simple prescription of only

taking a cup of coffee and roll for breakfast,

as is the custom on the Continent. This

was attended by excellent results in many

people who were accustomed to consume a

large quantity of animal food with the first

meal of the day.

7. Yes. Tea-drinking in excess is be

coming almost as much a curse and cause of

disease as alcohol. Undoubtedly it should

be taken much weaker and of a better quality,

and never with meat meals. The price at

which many so-called teas are sold in this

country is lower than the cheapest tea can be

bought in China or India.

8. Grey hair is largely hereditary and due

to family predisposition. General attention

to living a healthy life, avoiding excessive

mental fatigue and strain, and keeping early

hours is the best general preventive to

premature greyness and other senile

degenerative changes.

9. No, youth are not treated too softly;

but a little more sense and scientific know

ledge is desirable in the regulation of the

hours of sleep, and the school food should be

of a less monotonous character, of a superior

Vol. xxxi.-39

quality, and better cooked. Generally, with

very few exceptions, our public as well as

private schools are primarily conducted to

show good profits on the fees paid, and the

commissariat department is the one largely

looked to to produce this, the health of our

youth being a very secondary consideration.

10. Women's health and beauty are best

preserved by leading a natural and not

an artificial life. Woiru-n were intended by

Nature to be mothers of families and to

de'vote their time and attention to their

children and homes. Regular habits, simple

but properly - cooked food, early hours,

sleeping with open windowsâ��these are the

best preservatives of comeliness. A lovely

form should be the expression of a healthy

mind. Our grandmothers with their mode

of life were more comely to look upon than

the fashionable women of to-day; their

homes were homes, and not mere dressing-

rooms in which to pass a brief period

between their numerous rounds of amuse

ment. It is the modern pace which kills

both comeliness of body and beauty of

mind. Anything is nowadays sacrificed for

excitement, everything for a new sensation.

11. More individual manual labour, less

dependence upon others to do things for

us. Laziness in all classes is the malady of

the age. For exercise for the young of both

sexes, the hygienic advantages of the old-

fashioned skipping-rope have never been

superseded, even by the recent physical

culture exercises " made in Germany."

This form of exercise expands the chest, de

velops the limbs, and invigorates the system,

especially when executed in the open air.

Where practicable, however, the best form of

all-the-year-round exercise for the majority

of city dwellers would be for them to return

to the soil with a spade and dig and till the

earth. This must be the ultimate cure for

the disease of modern town existence.

(Signed) W. KNOWSLEY SIBLEY, M.A.,

M.D., etc., Physician N.W. Ix>ndon

Hospital.

Dr. Andrew Wilson, the well - known

popular writer on health subjects, answers :â��

1. The age when solid food should be

substituted in part for milk in the case of

infants is perfectly ascertained. In the

case of the healthy child, milk should form

the staple article of diet up to the age of

seven months or so. To give a child under

this age such a food as starch is to give it

what Nature teaches us it cannot digest.

2. I should say appetiteâ��natural and not
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Yorke-Davies, of Harley Street, author of

" Foods for the Fat," " Health and Condi

tion in the Active and Sedentary," etc. :â��

1. The foundations of a strong constitution

and long life are laid during the period of

infancy and adolescence, and the first

essential in life is that the infant should be

suckled by its mother for the first six months

or even longer. Dry-nursed children have

never the stamina in after - life of those

brought up as Nature ordained. Indeed,

an infant should be fed on nothing but its

mother's milk until it gets its first four teeth,

which, as a rule, come between the eighth

and ninth month. After this ordinary milk

may be given, thickened with baked flour,

bread or biscuits, arrowroot, jelly, porridge,

or other well-cooked farinaceous substances.

After the teething period is over, or a little

before, which ranges from the eighteenth to

the twenty-fourth month, a child may be

given a little meat, cut small, once a day,

bread and butter, or any easily-digested

farinaceous pudding. Red meats, well cooked,

are preferable for children, and mutton is the

best of all.

2. During childhood and youth proper

nourishing food of any kind is, naturally,

essential to growth and development, and

appetite in the case of children is the best

guide as to what quantity they should take.

If the food is not too tempting they are not

likely to over-gorge, and it goes without say

ing that growing children, male or female,

require plenty of food, as it is used not only

in maintaining strength, health, and con

dition, but also in promoting growth and

development.

3. In the case of schoolboys and school

girls they undoubtedly should take as much

food as grown-up people, and I only wish I

could say that the food of children in schools

is what it ought to be. No parent is doing

justice to his offspring if he does not

thoroughly acquaint himself with the food of

the school that he trusts his child's life and

health to, and this applies until growth is

established.

4. No absolute rule can be laid down as

to the amount of food a grown-up man or

woman should take, because so much

depends upon work, mental or physical,

climate, etc., as the case may be, and the

diet applicable in any one condition is not

always so in another; but I do not consider,

broadly speaking, that twenty four ounces a

day of solid food is too little ; while, with

regard to fluid, so long as it is harmlessâ��

such as tea, coffee in moderation, water,

and aerated waters, etc.â��it can be taken to

any extent. In fact, fluid assists the kidneys

in eliminating the waste of the body, much

as air assists the lungs in eliminating dele

terious products.

5. Cornaro is no authority to go by, and

there is no way of testing the truth of the

story of the quantity of food he took. I

look upon it simply as a fable. Un

doubtedly in our more northerly climate

more food than this is required ; but, on

the other hand, on the knowledge of diet,

and the food that maintains tissue, and the

food that maintains warmth, and the equable

apportioning of these, health and strength

and life are maintained, and simple dietetics

thus far should be studied by all.

6. In these days we eat a great deal more

than we should, and this is due to the fact

that the refinements of cookery tempt the

appetite beyond the requirements of hunger.

The dinner menu is too long and varied, and

hence the temptation to eat too much is

fostered to our detriment.

7. The quantity of tea we should drink

depends in a great measure on how it is

made and what its quality is. I always con

sider that ordinary people would do well to

drink tea twice a day. This should be care

fully made. The tea should be infused in a

vessel, already heated, with boiling water, and

for not longer than five minutes. There is

certainly much difference in the quality of

tea, and some are far more beneficial than

others as containing more theine, which is

one of the properties of tea peculiarly useful

to the system. I am a strong advocate of

those teas grown in Ceylon, and, of course,

as in every case, the better the quality 01

this, the better it is for the health of those

who indulge in this beverage, that has stood

the test of time, and which seems to be in

creasing so much in public favour.

8. Those who have to work, either by

manual or by mental labour, and who desire

to live long and to retain the appearance of

youth when youth has passed, such as the

colour of the hair and its profusion, the

ability to do mental or physical work with

enjoyment, and to be useful even to old age,

is simply a matter of food, exercise, fresh air,

and other factors which are within the reach

of those of every age and condition in life.

9. During the schooldays, which would

mean from the age of ten to the age of

seventeenâ��-in some cases earlierâ��there are

two factors which are essential to the proper

development of both the mental and physical

faculties, these being food and exercise.
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III.

THE KNIGHTS OF THE JOYOUS VENTURE.

T was too hot to run about in

the open, so Dan asked their

friend, old Hobden, to take

their own dinghy from the pond

and put her on the brook at

the bottom of the garden. Her

painted name was the Daisy, but for exploring

expeditions she was the Golden Hind or the

Long Serpent, or some such suitable name.

Dan hiked and howked with a boat-hook

(the brook was too narrow for sculls), and

Una punted with a piece of hop-pole. When

they came to a very shallow place (the Golden

Hind drew quite three inches of water) they

disembarked and scuffled her over the gravel

by her tow-rope, and when they reached the

overgrown banks beyond the garden they

pulled themselves up stream by the low

branches.

That day they intended to discover the

North -Cape like "Othere, the old sea-

captain," in the book of verses which Una

had brought with her, but on account of

the heat they changed it to a voyage up the

Amazon and the sources of the Nile. Even

on the shaded water the air was hot and

heavy with drowsy scents, while outside,

through breaks in the trees, the sunshine

burned the pasture like fire. The kingfisher

was asleep on his watching branch, and the

blackbirds scarcely took the trouble to dive

into the next bush. Dragon-flies wheeling

and clashing were the only things at work,

except the moor-hens and a big Red Admiral,

who flapped down out of the sunshine for a

drink.

When they reached Otter Pool the Golden

Hind grounded comfortably on a shallow,

and they lay beneath a roof of close green,

watching the water trickle over the flood

gates down the mossy brick chute from the

mill stream to the brook. A big troutâ��the

children knew him well â�� rolled head and

shoulders at some fly that sailed round the

bend, while once in just so often the brook

rose a fraction of an inch against all the wet

pebbles, and they watched the slow draw and

shiver of a breath of air through the tree

tops. Then the little voices of the slipping

water began again.

" It's like the shadows talking, isn't it ? "

said Una. She had given up trying to read.

Dan lay over the bows, trailing his hands in

the current. They heard feet on the gravel-

bar that runs half across the pool and saw Sir

Richard Dalyngridge standing over them.

" Was yours a dangerous voyage ?" he

asked, smiling.

"She bumped a lot, sir," said Dan.

"There's hardly any water this summer."

" Ah, the brook was deeper and wider

when my children played at Danish pirates.

Are you pirate folk ? "

" Oh, no. We gave up being pirates years

ago," explained Una. "\Ve're nearly always

explorers now. Sailing round the world,

you know."

"Round?" said Sir Richard. He sat him

in the comfortable crotch of an old ash-root

on the bank. " How can it be round ? "

" Wasn't it in your books ?" Dan sug

gested. He had been doing geography at

his last lesson.

" I can neither write nor read," he replied.

" Canst them read, child ? "

"Yes," said Dan, "barring the very long

words."

" Wonderful ! Read to me, that I may

hear for myself."

Dan flushed, but opened the book and

began gabbling a little at "The Discoverer

of the North Cape."

"Othere, the old sea captain,

Who dwelt in Helgoland,

To Alfred, lover of truth,

Brought a snow-white walrus tooth,

That he held in his right hand."

" Butâ��butâ��this I know! This is an old

song ! This I have heard sung ! This is

a miracle," Sir Richard interrupted. " Nay,

do not stop ! " He leaned forward, and the

shadows of the leaves slipped and slid upon

his chain-mail.

" I ploughed the land with horses,

But my heart was ill at ease,

Kor the old sea-faring men

Came to me now and then

With their Sayas of the Seas."

His hand fell on the hilt of the great

sword. "This is truth," he cried, "for so

did it happen to me," and he beat time

delightedly to the tramp of verse after verse.

" 'And now the land,' said Othere,

' Bent southward suddenly,

And I followed the curving shore,

And ever southward bore

Into a nameless sea.' "

" A nameless sea ! " he repeated. " So

did Iâ��so did Hugh and I."

" Where did you go ? Tell us," said Una

Copyright, 1906, by Rudyard Kipling, in the United Slates of Aim-rica.



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

think ye bring us luck, and I myself know

the runes on that Sword are good.' He

turned and bade them hoist sail.

" Hereafter all made way for us as we

walked about the ship, and the ship was full

of wonders."

" What was she like ? " said 1 )an.

" Long, low, and narrow, bearing one mast

with a red sail, and rowed by fifteen oars

aside," the knight answered. "At her bows

was a deck under which men might lie, and

at her stern another shut off by a painted

door from the rowers' benches. Here Hugh

and I slept, with Witta and the Yellow Man,

upon tapestries as soft as wool. I remember "

â��he laughed to himselfâ��" when first we

entered there a loud voice cried, 'Out

swords ! out swords ! Kill, kill!' Seeing us

start Witta laughed, and showed us it was

but a great-beaked grey bird with a red

tail. He sat her on his shoulder, and she

called for bread and wine hoarsely, and

prayed him to kiss her. Yet she was no more

than a silly bird. Butâ��ye knew this ? " He

looked at their smiling faces.

" We weren't laughing at you," said Una.

"That must have been a parrot. It's just

what Follies do."

" So we learned later. But here is another

marvel. The Yellow Man, whose name was

Kitai, had with him a brown box. In the

box was a blue bowl with red marks upon the

rim, and within the bowl, hanging from a fine

thread, was a piece of iron no thicker than

that grass stem, and as long, maybe, as my

spur, but straight. In this iron, said Witta,

abode an evil spirit which Kitai, the Yellow

Man, had brought by art magic out of his

own country that lay three years' journey

southward. The evil spirit strove day and

night to return to his country, and therefore,

look you, the iron needle pointed continually

to the South."

" South ?" said Dan, suddenly, and put

his hand into his pocket.

" With my own eyes I saw it. Every day

and all day long, though the ship rolled,

though the sun and the moon- and the stars

were hid, this blind spirit in the iron knew

whither it would go, and strained to the

South. Witta called it the Wise Iron, because

it showed him his way across the unknowable

seas." Again Sir Richard looked keenly at the

children. " How think ye? Was it sorcery ?"

" Was it anything like this ? " Dan fished

out his old brass pocket-compass, that gener

ally lived with his knife and key-ring. "The

glass has got cracked, but the needle waggles

all right, sir."

The knight drew a long breath of wonder.

"Yes, yes. The Wise Iron shook and swung

in just this fashion. " Now it is still. Now it

points to the South."

" North," said Dan.

" Nay, South ! There is the South," said

Sir Richard. Then they both laughed, for

naturally if one end of a straight compass-

needle points to the North, the other must

point to' the South.

"Te," said Sir Richard, clicking his

tongue. " There can be no sorcery if a

child carries it. Wherefore does it point

Southâ��or North?"

"Father says nobody knows," said Una.

Sir Richard looked relieved. "Then it

may still be magic. It was magic to us.

And so we voyaged. When the wind served

we hoisted sail, and lay all up along the

windward rail, our shields on our backs to

break the spray. When it failed, they rowed

with long oars; the Yellow Man sat by the

Wise Iron, and Witta steered. At first I

feared the great white-flowering waves, but as

I saw how wisely Witta led his ship among

them I grew bolder. Hugh liked it well

from the first. My skill is not upon the

water; and rocks, and whirlpools such as

we saw by the West Isles of France, where

an oar caught on a rock and broke, are clean

against my stomach. We sailed South

across a stormy sea, where by moonlight,

between clouds, we saw a Flanders ship roll

clean over and sink. Again, though Hugh

laboured with Witta all night, I lay under the

deck with the Talking Bird, and cared not

whether I lived or died. There is a

sickness of the sea which is pure death

for three days. When we next saw land

Witta said it was Spain, and we stood

out to sea. That coast was full of ships

busy in the Duke's war against the

Moors, and we feared to be hanged by the

Duke's men or sold into slavery by the

Moors. So we put into a small harbour

which Witta knew. At night men came

down with loaded mules, and Witta exchanged

amber out of the Baltic against little wedges

of iron and packets of beads in earthen pots.

The pots he put under the decks, and the

wedges of iron he laid on the bottom of the

ship after he had cast out the stones and

shingle which till then had been our ballast.

Wine, too, he bought for lumps of sweet-

smelling grey amberâ��a little morsel no

bigger than a thumbnail purchased a cask of

wine. But I speak like a merchant."

" No, no. Tell us what you had to eat,"

cried Dan.
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of the Mountain and the shore of Africa,

which is east of it. That shore is sandy, and

we rowed along it within three bowshots.

Here we saw whales, and fish in the shape of

shields, but longer than our ship. Some slept,

some opened their mouths at us, and some

danced on the hot waters. The water was hot

to the hand, and the sky was hidden by hot,

grey mists, out of which blew a fine dust that

whitened our hair and beards of a morning.

Here, too, were fish that flew in the air like

birds. They would fall on the laps of the

rowers, and when we went ashore we would

roast and eat them."

The knight paused to see if the children

doubted him, but they only nodded and said,

" Go on."

" The yellow land lay on our left, the grey

sea on our right. Knight though I was, I

pulled my oar amongst the rowers. I caught

seaweed and dried it, and stuffed it between

the pots of beads lest they should break.

Knighthood is for the land. At sea, look you,

a man is but a naked man on a bridleless

horse. I learned to make strong knots in

ropesâ��yes, and to join two ropes end to end,

so that even Witta could scarcely see where

they had been married. But Hugh had tenfold

more sea-cunning than I. Witta gave him

charge of the rowers of the left side. Thorkild

of Borkum, a man with a broken nose, that

wore a Norman steel cap, had the rowers of

the right, and each side rowed and sang

against the other. They saw that no man

was idle. Truly, as Hugh said, and Witta

would laugh at him, a ship is all more care

than a manor.

" How ? Thus. There was water to fetch

from the shore when we could find it, as well

as wild fruit and grasses, and sand for scrub

bing of the decks and benches to keep them

sweet. Also we hauled the ship out on low

islands and emptied all her gear, even to the

iron wedges, and burned off the weed that

had grown on her with torches of rush,

and smoked below the decks with rushes

dampened in salt water, as Hlaf the Woman

orders in her Ship-Book. Once when we

were thus stripped, and the ship lay propped

on her side, the bird cried, ' Out swords !'

as though she saw an enemy. Witta vowed

he would wring her neck."

" Poor Polly ! Did he ? " said Una.

"Nay. She was the ship's bird. She could

call all the rowers by name. . . . Those

were good daysâ��for a wifeless manâ��with

Witta and his heathenâ��beyond the world's

end. . . . After many weeks we came on the

great surf which stretched, as Witta's father

had said, far out to sea. We skirted it til)

we were giddy with the sight and dizzy with

the sound of shoals and breakers, and when

we reached land again we found a naked

people dwelling among woods, who for one

little wedge of iron loaded us with fruits and

grasses and eggs. Witta scratched his head

at them in sign he would buy gold. They

had no gold, but they understood the sign

(all the gold-traders hide their gold in their

thick hair), for they pointed along the coast.

They beat, too, on their chests with their

clenched hands, and that, if we had known

it, was an evil sign."

" What did it mean ? " said Dan.

" Patience. Ye shall hear. We followed

the coast eastward sixteen days (counting

time by sword-cuts on the helm-rail) till we

came to the Forest in the Sea. Trees grew

there out of mud, arched upon lean and high

roots, and many muddy waterways ran all

whither into darkness under the trees. Here

we lost the sun. We followed the winding

channels between the trees, and where we

could not row we laid hold of the crusted

roots and hauled ourselves along. The

water was foul, and great glittering flies

tormented us. Morning and evening a blue

mist covered the mud, which bred fevers.

Four of our rowers sickened, and were bound

to their benches, lest they should leap over

board and be eaten by the monsters of the

mud. The Yellow Man lay sick beside the

Wise Iron, rolling his head and talking in his

own tongue, Only the Bird throve. She

sat on Witta's shoulder and screamed in that

noisome, silent darkness. Yes ; I think it

was the silence we feared."

He paused to listen to the comfortable

home noises of the brook.

"When we had lost count of time among

those black gullies and swashes we heard, as

it were, a drum beat far off, and following it

we broke into a broad, brown river by a hut

in a clearing among fields of pumpkins. We

thanked God to see the sun again. The

people of the village gave the good welcome,

and Witta scratched his head at them (for

gold), and showed them our iron and beads.

They ran to the bankâ��we were still in the

shipâ��and pointed to our swords and bows,

for always when near shore we lay armed.

Soon they fetched store of gold in bars and

in dust from their huts, and some great

blackened elephant teeth. These they piled

on the bank, as though to tempt us, and

made signs of dealing blows in battle, and

pointed up to the tree tops, and to the forest

behind. Their captain or chief sorcerer then
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wise under the benches were lashed the

blackened elephants' teeth.

" ' I had sooner have my right arm,' said

Hugh, when he had seen all.

" ' Ahai! That was my fault,' said Witta.

' I should have taken ransom and landed

you in France when first you came aboard,

ten months ago.'

" ' It is over-late now,' said Hugh, laughing.

" Witta plucked at his long shoulder-lock.

' But think,' said he. ' If I had let ye goâ��

which I swear I would never have done, for

I love ye more than brothersâ��if I had let

ye go, by now ye might have been horribly

slain by some mere Moor in the Duke of

Burgundy's war, or ye might have been mur

dered by land-thieves, or ye might have died

of the plague at an inn. Think of this and

do not blame me overmuch, Hugh. See !

I will only take a half of the gold.'

"' I blame thee not, Witta,' said Hugh.

' It was a joyous venture, and we thirty-five

men here have done what never man has

done. If I live till England, I will build

me a stout keep over Dallington out of my

share.'

" ' I will buy cattle and amber and warm

red cloth for the wife,' said Witta, 'and I will

hold all the land at the head of Staffanger

Fiord. Many will fight for me now. But

first we must turn North, and with this honest

treasure aboard I pray we meet no pirate

ships.'

" We did not laugh. We were careful.

We were afraid lest we should lose one grain

of our gold, for which we had fought Devils.

" ' Where is the sorcerer ? ' said I, for

Witta was looking at the Wise Iron in the

box, and I could not see the Yellow Man.

"' He has gone to his own country,' said

he. ' He rose up in the night while we were

beating out of that forest, in the mud, and

said that he could see it behind the trees.

He leaped out on to the mud, and did not

answer when we called, so we called no

more. He left the Wise Iron, which is all

that I care forâ��and see, the Spirit still points

to the South.'

"We were troubled for fear that the Wise

Iron should fail us now that the Yellow Man

had gone, and when we saw the Spirit still

served us we were afraid of too strong

winds, and of shoals, and of careless leaping

fish, and of all the people on the shores

where we landed."

" Why ? " said Dan.

" Because of the goldâ��because of our

gold. Gold changes men altogether. Thor

kild of Borkum did not change. He laughed

at Witta for his fears, and at us for counsel

ling Witta to furl sail when the ship pitched

at all.

"' Better be drowned out of hand,' said

Thorkild of Borkum,' than go tied to a deck-

load of yellow dust.'

" He was a landless man, and had been

slave to a King in the East. He would have

beaten out some of the gold into bands to

put round the oars, and round the prow.

" Yet, though he vexed himself for the

gold, Witta waited upon Hugh like a woman,

lending him his shoulder when the ship rolled,

and tying of ropes from side to side that

Hugh might hold by them. But for Hugh,

he said, and so did all his men, they would

never have won the gold. I remember

Witta made a little, thin gold ring for the

Bird to swing in.

" Three months we rowed and sailed and

went ashore for fruits or to clean the ship.

When we saw wild horsemen riding among

sand-dunes nourishing spears we knew we

were on the Moors' coast, and stood over

north to Spain, and a strong wind out of the

south-west bore us in ten days to a coast of

high red rocks, where we heard a hunting-

horn blow among the yellow gorse and knew

it was England.

" ' Now find ye Pevensey yourselves,' said

Witta. ' I love not these narrow ship-filled

seas.' He set the dried, salted head of the

Devil, which Hugh had killed, high on our

prow, and all boats fled from us. Yet, for

our gold's sake, we were more afraid than

they. We crept along the coast by night till

we came to the chalk cliffs, and so east to

Pevensey. Witta would not come ashore

with us, though Hugh promised him wine at

Dallington enough to swim in. He was on

fire to see his wife, and ran into the Marsh

after sunset, and there he left us and our share

of gold, and backed out on the same tide.

He made no promise ; he swore no oath ;

he looked for no thanks ; but to Hugh, an arm

less man, and to me, an old cripple whom he

could have flung into the sea, he passed over

wedge upon wedge, packet upon packet of

gold and dust of gold, and only ceased when

we would take no more. As he stooped from

the side to bid us farewell he stripped off his

right-arm bracelets and put them all on

Hugh's left, and he kissed Hugh on the

cheek. I think when Thorkild of Borkum

bade the rowers give way we were near

weeping. It is true that Witta was an heathen

and a pirate ; true it is he held us by force

many months in his ship, but I loved that

bow-legged, blue-eyed man for his great
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inserted under it, will make a sore which can

he kept unhealed just as long as may be con

sidered desirable. The contours can be

touched up with chalk or yellow ochre, and

the effects further heightened by suitable

dressings and surroundings of crutches,

splints, and leg-rests The whole trade was

indeed pitiable and ignoble.

Perhaps one of the most frequently

resorted to forms of deception in large cities

is the imitation of epilepsy. This, when

real, is indeed a dreadful disease, terrible

and shocking alike to the victim and the

onlooker. It appeals to the kind hearted by-

its very mysteriousness, and to the religious

by its long - supposed association with

demoniac possession. Hence the frequency

with which it is feigned. In its main features

an attack of epilepsy may easily be simulated.

The attack is always sudden and unexpected

in its onset. The sufferer utters a loud cry

and falls to the ground convulsed, writhing,

and senseless. He struggles violently, his

breathing is embarrassed, and at intervals

seems to cease. The face, for the first few

moments pale as that of a corpse, quickly

becomes dusky and livid. Flecks of foam

gather on the lips and a startling, but very

characteristic, sound issues from the throat.

Death may appear imminent, but anon the

symptoms abate. The hapless sufferer, how

ever, lies where he fell, quiet, dazed, and

apparently exhausted.

Now, most of these symptoms can readily

be imitated. The main characteristic is that

they must come on rapidly and unexpectedly.

The genuine epileptic cares not, and waits

not to find a soft place on which to fall, nor

can he postpone the attack until a crowd of

sympathetic bystanders may have collected.

As he lies on the ground a careful observer

will notice that the head is twisted towards

the shoulder, the thumbs bent, and the eyes

turned up beneath the lids. The pupils are

dilated, and the tongue is often severely

bitten. The convulsions, too, gradually

cease, and deep sleep follows immediately

and always. The general symptoms can

be imitated easily enough. The blood

stained foam gathering round the lips can

be reproduced with accuracy by soap

suds held in the mouth and coloured

with a particle of cochineal. The biting

of the tongue, being painful, is generally

omitted. The fictitious epileptic, instead of

falling into a deep sleep, generally gets up

promptly and walks away, especially if a

policeman is seen approaching. Nor is it

possible to simulate at will the dilated pupils,

the noise in the throat, and the turgid or

even livid appearance of the features. The

eyes, too, instead of being turned up, are

more generally engaged in scrutinizing the

audience. But the most important point of

all, so far as the detection of imposition is

concerned, is that in true epilepsy feeling is

lost and there is complete insensibility to

pain. A ready test can generally be applied

to the malingerer, bearing the latter fact in

mind, as many policemen have learned to

do. If the thumb-nail of the sceptical

observer be forced firmly under the thumb

nail of the impostor the latter will experience

very acute pain. The fit is then noticed to

rapidly terminate, before even it may be said

to have fairly begun. It will be followed

not by deep sleep, but by a hasty and

undignified retreat.

Hospital physicians are sometimes victim

ized by fictitious cases of paralysis. Not

long ago a typical example of this came under

the writer's notice. A man was brought into

hospital by a sympathetic policeman. He

was able to state that, being on the top of

an omnibus, he suddenly arid completely lost

all power in his right leg and arm. His

speech was not much affected, nor were any

unusual symptoms present.

Here was a case apparently of paralysis of

one side of the body. All might have gone

well so far as the deception was concerned,

had not one of the nurses recollected having

seen the same man three weeks before suffer

ing from similar symptoms. Now, a case of

genuine paralysis is never quickly recovered

from, and suspicion was aroused. In genuine

paralysis there are, of course, present various

symptoms which affect different portions of

the body. These symptoms are all in

harmony with one another, and more or less

interdependent. The man was, for instance,

told to put out his tongue. It came out

quite straight, but in genuine paralysis affect

ing the right side, for instance, the tip of

that treacherous organ should distinctly

diverge to the left. In this respect it

would be out of the patient's control.

Again, when the sole of the foot on the

paralyzed side was tickled the man drew up

his leg. This was a capital and fatal error, and

showed a lesson but half learned. The leg

should have remained quite motionless and

insensible. In such cases at public institutions

it is better to let the malingerer himself ask to

be discharged. The treatment was simple in

this case. The man asserted he had no

feeling in the leg. It was gently but firmly

explained to him that a hot iron passed along
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whether I should try to go to sleep when, to

my surprise, my fellow traveller came across

to my side of the carriage.

" Will you mind," he said, " if I lower the

window a little? I want to see whether we

have crossed the Volga."

It sounded like "Volga," but, of course, I

thought I might have been mistaken. Hold

ing the window half open, he put his other

h ind outside for a moment. Then he pulled

up the glass again, seated himself immediately

opposite me, and, to my consternation, leaned

forward, staring right into my face. I shrank

back in alarm.

" You need not be alarmed," he said. "If

you knew who I am you would know that

you are as safe as if you were locked in your

own chamber. Perhaps you don't know who

I am?"

I murmured something in reply.

" Speak up, please," he said, in a peremp

tory manner. " I am very particular about

getting clear and distinct answers to my

questions."

Feeling still more alarmed, I replied, in as

steady a voice as I could command, that I

had not the pleasure of his acquaintance.

" Hum ! " he said ; " pleasure ; most people

would have said honour. However, it doesn't

matter. But you will understand what I

mean when I tell you that I am the Prince

of Siberia."

Then the terrible tiuth flashed upon me.

I was shut up in the train with a lunatic I

The Prince of Siberia! Yes, I had not

been mistaken. It must have been the Volga

he mentioned a few minutes before.

Well, luckily, I had some presence of

mind left, terrified as I was. I remembered

having heard that the safest way to deal with

lunatics was to show as little alarm as possible,

and to play up to their own ideas about them

selves. So, though my heart was beating so

violently that I could almost hear it, 1

assumed an appearance of respectful courtesy

and said :â��

" I am delighted to have the honour of

meeting your Highness."

He bowed and smiled with the most per

fect grace in the world.

" I am glad," he said, " to be able to

receive you within my own dominions. That

was the Volga we crossed just now."

The Volga ! Then that was the name

he mentioned, after all !

" You are," he continued, " of course,

acquainted with the chief rivers and the

boundaries of Siberia ? ''

Luckily, we had had an examination, in the

geography of Asia only a week before, and

geography was one of my strong points.

" The rivers ? " 1 said. " Yes, there's the

Obi, the Yenisei, Lena, and Amur. As for

the boundaries, it is bounded on the west by

Russia in Europe, on the north by the

Arctic Ocean, on the east by the Pacific

Ocean, and on the south by Chinese

Tartary."

He nodded with approval as I pronounced

each name.

"Good," he said ; "that saves me, for the

present, from a certain amount of respon

sibility. Of course, you are aware," he added,

" that, if you failed to answer my questions

correctly, I should be obliged to kill you ? "

'With difficulty I restrained a cry, while a

cold horror crept over me. Should I make

a desperate effort to communicate with the

guard, and stop the train ?

I suppose he saw me give a look upwards

at the window, for he said immediately, with

a laugh :â��

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! You would like to stop the

train, would you ? Well, now, do you see

that notice stuck up there ? "

And he pointed to a card nailed near the

roof, headed, " To communicate with the

guard or driver." The rest was printed

small.

"Well," he said, "have the kindness to

read that to me. Read it clearly, please;

we are very particular about education in

Siberia."

With as firm a voice as I could muster, I

read as follows : "To communicate with the

guard or driver, pull down the cord that will

be found just outside the carriage window,

under the roof."

I paused.

" Well, go on," he said.

1 went on.

"Although there is a cord on both sides of

the carriage, the cord on the right of the

passenger facing in the direction in which

the train is going is that alone by which

communication can be effected."

"You read very well," he said, "very well

indeed. Now you will remember how, a very

few minutes ago, I opened that window"â��

pointing to the window near which I was

sittingâ��" and put my arm out. But you did

not guess why, did you ? Well, / cut t/uit

cord!" And, bursting into violent laughter,

he repeated, " Yes ; / cut that cord ! "

If I had felt cold before, I was now posi

tively ice. Yet, thank Heaven, my mental

courage did not give way.

"These things," he went on, "are well
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some strength from outside that rendered

me careless of life and impervious to fear.

He listened attentively.

"You sing very well," he said, after a

pause ; " very well indeed, 1 remember to

have heard those carols somewhere elseâ��a

long time ago, a very long time. That's

very satisfactory as far as it goes. But you

will have to sing me one thing more yet,

before I can be quite certain of your educa

tion. Of course, you will understand that

I don't wish to take any disagreeable steps,

and that if I do "â��glancing at the bag beside

him as he spokeâ��" it will be entirely from a

sense of unavoidable duty. Now you will

kindly sing me the Siberian National

Anthem,. You must know it, for I com

posed it myself."

â�¢ That was indeed the last drop in my cup.

That the man was a most dangerous homi

cidal maniac I had no doubt whatever, nor

had I much doubt that if I failed to answer

him as he wished he would make me his

victim. Yet what was I to do ? To sing

what was wrong would be as bad as not to

sing at all. There was no escape now.

I sat silent with my eyes closed, feeling

that his eyes were upon me and wondering

what he would do next, and whether it would

hurt much to be killed in such a horrible

way. Then I thought of all of them at

home, and felt the tears forcing themselves

from beneath my closed eyelids. Was there

any hope of any kind ?

The train was running very fast and some

what uneasily. To jump out, even if I could

succeed in opening the door, would be

certain death, though perhaps a less horrible

death than that which threatened me. Open

ing my eyes for what I thought might be the

List time, I saw that we were just rushing

past one or two lighted-up signal-boxes which

I believed marked a junction three or four

miles south of the next stopping-place. At

the same moment I saw my companion's left

hand stealing down towards the bag that

contained, as I verily believed it would prove

to be, the instrument of my murder. Was

the end really come at last?

At that very instant came a shock and a

report apparently underneath the carriage

floor. I was thrown violently to one side,

then to the other, and for two or three

seconds we seemed to be dragged over the

line with jolts and concussion sufficient to

dislocate every joint of one's body. Then

came a sudden jerk sideways to the left; the

carriage seemed to run along half upon its

side, till it stopped and fell over with one

tremendous crash as if the whole world was

coming to pieces.

How long it was before I became conscious

again, I never knew. My first impression, as

consciousness returned, was that I was in

bed at home. Then, feeling around me in

the dark, my hand touched what I recognised

as cold earth. Surely I was buried alive 1

Then I heard a voice, a little way off, but

apparently separated from me by a thick

screen, saying :â��

" There was only a young lady and a

gentleman. We must get 'em out as quick

as we can, though it's odds against their being

alive, poor things. It's lucky she went clear

of the up line."

Then I remembered, and understood where

I was and what had happened. That earth

which I could touch was the earth on the

line or on the bank at the side ; these things

which I could now feel heaped over me were

the cushions and linings of the carriage I had

been sitting in, and which seemed to have

formed themselves into a kind of wall of

protection. I was the young lady spoken

of by that voice; the gentleman was â�� ah!

heavens! what an escape I must have had

from him!

But had I escaped ? Was I injured ? As

consciousness came back more clearly, I

seemed, as far as I could tell, to be free

from pain. Hemmed in I was, truly enough,

and should plainly have to wait to be got out;

yet, moving each limb carefully and as far as

I was able, it did not seem to me that I had

in any way suffered.

Hearing the voices come nearer to me, I

called out.

I was at once answered.

"Are you hurt, miss? "

"1 think not," I said, "but I should like

to get out."

" Never you fear, miss," was the answer;

"you lie still and we'll have you out in a

jiffy. I wonder," said the voice, in a lower

tone, "how the other poor fellow is?"

Lights came round, as I could see through

the chinks in the wreck surrounding me.

Judging by the rapid way in which the

wreck disappeared, there must have been

many hands at work. In a few minutes I

was lifted out, 'and, having been assisted

across the line to a signalman's hut, felt, to

my astonishment, that I was not much the

worse. To show, however, how narrow an

escape I had had, I may say that a thick iron

bar had been driven into the ground so close

to my side as to graze the skin, pinning down























THE AMULET.

347

Nobody was quite pleased and nobody

quite knew why.

Jane voiced the feelings of all when she

said, fingering their amulet through the folds

o'f her frock, " We can go back in a minute

if anything nasty happens."

For the moment nothing worse happened

than an offer of food. Figs and cucumbers

it was, and very pleasant.

"I see," said the captain, "that you are

from a far country. Since you have honoured

my boat by appearing on it, you must stay

here till morning. Then I will lead you to

one of our great ones He loves strangers

from far lands "

" Let's go home," Jane whispered. " All

the frogs are drowning now. I think the

people here are cruel."

But the boys wanted to stay and see the

lines taken up in the morning.

" It's just like eel-pots and lobster-pots,"

said Cyril. " The baskets only open from

outside. I vote we stay."

So they stayed.

" That's Tyre over there," said the captain,

who was evidently trying to be civil. He

pointed to a great island rock, that rose

steeply from the sea, crowned with huge

walls and towers. There was another city

on the mainland.

" That's part of Tyre, too," said the captain;

" it's where the great merchants have their

pleasure-houses and gardens and farms,

" Look, look ! " Cyril cried, suddenly â�¢

" what a lovely little ship ! "

A ship in full sail was passing swiftly

through the fishing-fleet. The captain's face

changed. He frowned and his eyes blazed

with fury.

'' Insolent young barbarian ! " he cried.

" Do you call the ships of Tyre little ? None

greater sail the seas. That ship has been on

a three years' voyage. She is known in all

the great trading ports from here to the tin

islands. She comes back rich and glorious ;

her very anchor is of silver."

"I'm sure we beg your pardon," said

Anthea, hastily. " In our country we say

' little' for a pet name. Your wife might call

you her dear little husband, you know "

" I should like to catch her at it," growled

the captain, but he stopped scowling. " It's

a rich trade," he went on. " For cloth once

dipped, second-best glass, and the rough

images our young artists carve for practice,

the barbarian King in Tessos lets us work

the silver mines. We get so much silver

there that we leave them our iron anchors

and come back with silver ones."

" How splendid ! " said Robert. " Do go

on. What's cloth once dipped?"

"You must be barbarians from the outer

darkness," said the captain, scornfully. "All

wealthy nations know that our finest stuffs

are twice dyedâ��dibaptha. They're only for

the robes of kings and priests and princes."

" What do the rich merchants wear,"

asked Jane, with interest, "in the pleasure

houses ? "

"They wear the dibaptha. Our merchants

are princes," scowled the skipper.

"Oh, don't be cross. We do so like

hearing about things. We want to know all

about the dyeing," said Anthea, cordially.

" Oh, you do, do you ? " growled the man.

" So that's what you're here for ! Well, you

won't get the secrets of the dye trade out ol

me."

He went away, and everyone felt snubbed

and uncomfortable. And all the time the

long, narrow eyes of the Egyptian were

watching, watching. The children felt as

though he were watching them even through

the darkness, when they lay down to sleep on

a pile of cloaks. Next morning the baskets

were drawn up full of what looked like whelk-

shells.

The children were rather in the way, but

they made themselves as small as they could.

While the skipper was at the other end of

the boat they did ask one question of a

sailor whose face was a little less unkind

than the others.

" Yes," he answered, " this is the dye-fish.

It's a sort of murex; and there's another

kind that they catch at Sidon ; and then, of

course, there's the kind that's used for the

dibaptha. But that's quite different.

It'sâ��

" Huld your tongue ! " shouted the skipper.

And the man held it.

The laden boat was rowed slowly round

the end of the island, and was made fast in

one of the two great harbours that lie inside

a long breakwater. The harbour was full of

all sorts of ships, so that Cyril and Robert

enjoyed themselves much more than their

sisters. The breakwater and the quays were

heaped with 'bales, baskets, and chests, and

crowded with slaves and sailors. Farther

along some men were practising diving.

" That's jolly good," said Robert, as a

naked brown body clove the water.

" I should think so," said the skipper.

"The pearl-divers of Persia are not more

skilful. WThy, we've got a fresh-water spring

that comes out at the bottom of the sea.

Our divers dive down and bring up the
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A hasty council succeeded the shock of

this announcement. The priest was allowed

to take part in it. His advice was " Stay,"

because they were in no danger, and the

amulet in its completeness must be some

where near, or, of course, they could not

have come to that place at all. And after

some discussion they agreed to this.

The children were treated more as guests

than as slaves. But the Egyptian was sent

to the kitchen and made to work.

Pheles, the master of the house, went off

that very evening, by the King's orders, to

start on another voyage. And when he was

gone his wife found the children amusing

company, and kept them talking and singing

and dancing till quite late. " To distract her

mind from her sorrows," she said

" 1 do like being a slave," remarked Jane,

cheerfully, as they curled up on the big, soft

cushions that were to be their beds.

It was black night when they were

awakened, each by a hand passed softly

over its face and a low voice that whispered:â��

" Be quiet, or all is lost."

So they were quiet.

" It's me â�� Rekh-mara â�¢â�� the priest of

Amen," said the whisperer. " The man who

bought us has gone to sea again, and he has

taken my amulet from me by force; and I

know no magic to get it back. Is there

magic for that in the amulet you bear ? "

Everyone was brilliantly awake by now.

" We can go after him," said Cyril, leaping

up ; " but he might take ours as well. Or

he might be angry with us for following

him."

" I'll see to that," said the Egyptian in the

dark. " Hide your amulet well."

There in the deep blackness of that room

in the Tynan country house the amulet was

once more held up and the word spoken.

All passed through on to a ship that tossed

and tumbled on a wind-blown sea. They

crouched together there till morning, and

Jane and Cyril were not at all well. When

the dawn showed dove-coloured across the

steely waves they stood up as well as they

could for the tumbling of the ship. Pheles,

that hardy sailor and adventurer, turned

quite pale when he turned round suddenly

and saw them.

" Well! " he said. " Well, I never did ! "

" Master," said the Egyptian, bowing low,

and that was even more difficult than stand

ing up, " we are here by the magic of the

sacred amulet that hangs round your neck."

" I never did ! " repeated Pheles. " Well,

well!"

"What port is the ship bound for?"

asked Robert, with a nautical air.

But Pheles said, " Are you a navigator ? "

Robert had to own that he was not.

" Then," said Pheles, " I don't mind

telling you that we're bound for the tin

isles. Tyre alone knows where the tin

isles are. It is the splendid secret we keep

from all the world. It is as great a thing to

us as your magic to you."

He spoke in quite a new voice, and seemed

to respect both the children and the amulet

a pood deal more than he had done before.

" The King sent you, didn't he?" said Jane.

" Yes," answered Pheles ; " he bade me set

sail with half a score brave gentlemen and

this crew. You shall go with us and see

many wonders." He bowed and left them.

" What are we going to do now ? " said

Robert, when Pheles had caused them to be

left alone, with a breakfast of dried fruits and

a sort of hard biscuit.

" Wait till he lands on the tin isles," said

Rekh-mara ; " then we can get the barbarians

to help us. We will attack him by night

and tear the sacred amulet from his accursed

heathen neck," he added, grinding his teeth.

" When shall we get to the tin isles ?"

asked Jane.

" Oh, six months, perhaps, or a year," said

the Egyptian, cheerfully.

" A year of this 1" cried Jane ; and Cyril,

who was still feeling far too unwell to care

about breakfast, hugged himself miserably

and shuddered.

It was Robert who said :â��

" Look here, we can shorten that year.

Jane, out with the amulet ! Wish that we

were where our half amulet will be when the

ship is twenty miles from the tin islands.

That'll give us time to mature our plans."

It was doneâ��the work of a moment; and

there they were, on the same ship, between

grey northern sky and grey northern sea.

The sun was setting in a pale yellow line.

It was the same ship, but it was changed,

and so were the crew. Weather-worn and

dirty were the sailors, and their clothes torn

and ragged. And the children saw that of

course, though they had skipped many,

months, the ship had had to live through

them. Pheles looked thinner, and his face

was rugged and anxious.

" Ha," he cried, " the charm has brought

you back ! I have prayed to it daily these

nine monthsâ��and now you are here. Have

you no magic that can help ? "

"What is your need?" asked the Egyp

tian, quietly.







The Strange Story of a Crnikshank Print.

BY G. S. LAYARD.

E have heard much of late

years about the blacking-out

by the Russian censor of

passages in English news-

paj>ers which seek for circula

tion in the dominions of the

Czar, but it is not, perhaps, generally known

that this practice had its counterpart in the

case of a broadside by George Cruikshank

ninety years ago. Of this broadside I have

written elsewhere, but only now have I come

across it in a condition unknown to all but a

very few collectors, and unseen by all but

a very select company indeed.

The uncoloured etching reproduced is

from what is probably the only example in

existence. As I wrote originally, the broad

side itself is instinct with the rough and

brutal methods of our ancestors. Coloured

by hand, it was published in 1815, the very

year of the tragic death of the gifted and ill-

fated Gillray, whose mantle as political

caricaturist was now fallen upon his brilliant

young contemporary. These were the days

of hard hitting, of reckless charges, of im

prisonment for libel, of dramatic political

episodes, and the wonder is that George

Cruikshank escaped the fate of the Burdetts,

the Hones, and the Hobhouses of the period.

The fact is that George was a very shrewd

young man and had a very shrewd idea of

how far it was safe to go. Indeed, in this

partially -suppressed cartoon we find him

upon the very verge of recklessness and only

drawing back from danger just in the nick of

time. Brutal enough as is the satire as we

see it, there is a brutality curiously hidden

which, unsuspected by the initiated, proves to

what astounding lengths satire of that period

was sometimes ready to go. Before dealing

in detail with this "Financial Survey of

Cumberland, or the Beggar's Petition," it will

be as well to relate the circumstances which

led up to its perpetration.

Ernest Augustus, Duke of Cumberland,

-born 1771, was perhaps the best hated of all

the Royal personages of the period then in

England, and this notwithstanding the fact

that he was a man of conspicuous bravery.

He was, for a few years after Queen Victoria's

accession, next heir to the throne of England.

Later he ascended the throne of Hanover

under the regulations of the Salic law, and

Vol. xxxi.â��45

gained the affection of his people, proving

himself a wise and beneficent ruler. Pro

bably William IV. put his character into a

nutshell when he said : " Ernest is not such

a bad fellow, but if anyone has a corn he is

sure to tread on it."

However 'that may be, there is no doubt

that there is hardly a crime in the whole

Decalogue which was not at one time or

another laid at his door, and not the least

among these was the crime of murder.

To quote the succinct account of this affair

given in the " Dictionary of National

Biography": "On the night of the 3ist of

May, 1810, the Duke was found in his

apartments in St. James's Palace with a

terrible wound in his head, which would

have been mortal had not the assassin's

weapon struck against the Duke's sword.

Shortly afterwards his valet, Sellis, was found

dead in his bed with his throat cut. On

hearing the evidence of the surgeons and

other witnesses, the coroner's jury returned

a verdict that Sellis had committed suicide

after attempting to murder the Duke. The

absence of any reasonable motive . . .

caused this event to be greatly discussed,

and democratic journalists did not hesitate

to hint that he really murdered Sellis."

One of these journalists, Henry White,

was sentenced in 1815 to fifteen months'

imprisonment and a fine of two hundred

pounds for publishing the rumour. The

story again cropped up in 1832, when the

Duke had made himself particularly ob

noxious to the Radical Press, and was

exploited by a pamphleteer named Phillips.

The Duke prosecuted him, and he was

promptly found guilty and sentenced to six

months' imprisonment.

Notwithstanding this there was little abate

ment in the persecution of the Duke. Even

Lord Brougham in the House of Lords

sneeringly called him to his face " the illus

trious Dukeâ��illustrious only by courtesy."

From which it is sufficiently plain why it was

that the Whig Cabinet lof the period felt

it advisable to hurry on our late Queen's

marriage.

So much for a general review of the Duke's

career. We will now return to the year 1815

and the publication of the broadside with

which we are concerned.
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his lightness, and then running out he placed

his hand on the pommel and vaulted into

1'ommers's saddle, while Wat and his boy

applauded in the doorway. Then springing

off and running into the shop again he

clashed down upon his knees before the

image of the Virgin upon the smithy wall.

There from his heart he prayed that no

shadow or stain should come upon his soul

or his honour whilst these arms encased his

body, and that he might be strengthened to

use them for noble and godly ends. A

strange turn this to a religion of peace, and

yet for many a century the sword and the

faith had upheld each other, and in a dark

ened world the best ideal of the soldier

had turned in some dim, groping fashion

towards the light. " Benedictus dominus

deus meus qui docet manus meas ad praelium

et digitos meos ad bellum." There spoke

the soul of the knightly soldier.

So the armour was trussed upon' the

armourer's mule, and went back with them

to Tilford, where Nigel put it on once more

for the pleasure of the Lady Ermyntrude,

who clapped her skinny hands and shed

tears of mingled pain and joyâ��pain that she

should lose him, joy that he should go so

bravely to the wars. As to her own future,

it had been made easy for her, since it was

arranged that a steward should look to the

Tilford estate, whilst she had at her disposal

a suite of rooms in Royal Windsor, where,

with other venerable dames of her own age

and standing, she could spend the twilight of

her clays discussing long-forgotten scandals,

and whispering sad things about the grand

fathers and grandmothers of the young

courtiers around them. There Nigel might

leave her with an easy mind when he turned

his face to France.

But there was one more visit to be paid

and one more farewell to be spoken ere

Nigel could leave the moorlands where he

had dwelled so long. That evening he

donned his brightest tunicâ��dark purple

velvet of Genoa, with trimming of miniver

â��his hat with the snow-white feather curling

round the front, and his belt of embossed

silver round his loins. Mounted on lordly

Pommers, with his hawk upon wrist and his

sword by his side, never did fairer young

gallant, or one more modest in mind, set

forth upon such an errand. It was but the

old Knight of Dupplin to whom he would

say farewell, but the Knight of Dupplin had

two daughters, Edith and Mary, and Edith

was the fairest maid in all the heather-

country.

Sir John Buttesthorn, the Knight of

Dupplin, was so called because he had been

present at that strange battle, some eighteen

years before, when the full power of Scotland

had been for a moment beaten to the ground

by a handful of adventurers and mercenaries,

marching under the banner of no nation,

but fighting in their own private quarrel.

Their exploit fills no pages of history, for

it is to the interest of no nation to record

it, and yet the rumour and fame of the

great fight bulked large in those times, for

it was on that day, when the flower of

Scotland was left dead upon the field, that

the world first understood that a new force

had arisen in war, and that the English

archer, with his robust courage and his skill

with the weapon which he had wielded from

his boyhood, was a power with which even

the mailed chivalry of Europe had seriously

to reckon. Sir John, after his return from

Scotland, had become the King's own head

huntsman, famous through all England for

his knowledge of venerie, until at last, get

ting over-heavy for his horses, he had settled

in modest comfort into the old house of

Cosford, upon the eastern slope of the Hind-

head hill. Here, as his face grew redder and

his beard more white, he spent the evening

of his days, amid hawks and hounds, a flagon

of spiced wine ever at his elbow, and his

swollen foot perched upon a stool before

him. There it was that many an old

comrade broke his journey as he i>assed

down the rude road which led from London

to Portsmouth, and thither also came the

young gallants of the country to hear the

stout knight's tales of old wars, or to learn

from him that lore of the forest and the chase

which none could teach so well as he.

But, sooth to say, whatever the old knight

might think, it was not merely his old tales

and older wine which drew the young men

to Cosford, but rather the fair face of his

younger daughter, or the strong soul and

wise counsel of the elder. Never had two

more different branches sprung from the same

trunk. Both were tall and of a queenly,

graceful figure. But there all resemblance

began and ended. Edith was yellow as

the ripe corn, blue eyed, winning, mis

chievous, with a chattering tongue, a

merry laugh, and a smile which a dozen

of young gallants, Nigel of Tilford at

their head, could share equally amongst

them. Like a young kitten she played with

all things that she found in life, and some

there were who thought that already the

claws could be felt amid the patting of her
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My question was of you and me. If I were

wronged, would you be my man?"

"Try me and see, Edith ! "

"Then I will do so, Nigel. Either Sir

George Brocas or the Squire of Femhurst

would gladly do what I ask, and yet I am of

a mind, Nigel, to turn to you."

" I pray you to tell me what it is."

"You know Paul de la Fosse of Shal

ford?"

" You mean the small man with the twisted

back ? "

" He is no smaller than yourself, Nigel;

and as to his back, there are many folk that

I know who would be glad to have his face."

" Nay, I am no judge of that, and I spoke

out of no discourtesy. What of the man?"

" He has flouted me, Nigel, and I would

have revenge."

" Whatâ��on that poor twisted creatsre ? "

"I tell you that he has flouted me."

" But how ? "

"I should have thought that a true cavalier

would have flown to my aid, withouten all

these questions. But I will tell you, since I

needs must. Know then that he was one of

those who came around me and professed to

be my own. Then, merely because he

thought that there were others who were as

dear to me as himself, he left me, and now he

pays court to Maude Twynham, the little

freckle-faced hussy in his village."

" But how has this hurt you, since he was

no man of thine ? "

"He was one of my men, was he not?

And he has made game of me to his wench.

He has told her things about me. He has

made me foolish in her eyes. Yes, yes, I

can read it in her saffron face and in her

watery eyes when we meet at the church

door on Sundays. She smilesâ��yes, smiles

at me. Nigel, go to him. Do not slay him,

nor even wound him, but lay his face open

with thy riding-whip, and then come back to

me and tell me how I can serve you."

Nigel's face was haggard with the strife

within, for desire ran hot in every vein, and

yet reason shrank with horror.

" By St. Paul! Edith," he cried, " I see

no honour nor advancement of any sort in

this thing which you have asked me to do.

Is it for me to strike one who is no better

than a cripple? For my manhood I could

not do such a deed, and I pray you, dear

lady, that you will set me some other task."

Her eyes flashed at him in contempt.

" And you are a man-at-arms ! " she cried,

laughing in bitter scorn. " You are afraid of

a little man who can scarce walk ! Yes, yes;

say what you will, I shall ever believe that

you have heard of his skill at fence and of

his great spirit, and that your heart has failed

you. You are right, Nigel. He is indeed

a perilous man. Had you done what I

asked he would have slain you, and so you

. have shown your wisdom."

Nigel flushed and winced under the words,

but he said no more, for his mind was light

ing hard within him, striving to keep that

high image of woman which seemed for a

moment to totter on the edge of a fall.

Together in silence side by side, the little

man and the stately woman, the yellow

charger and the white jennet, passed up the

sandy, winding track with the gorse and the

bracken head-high on either side. Soon a

path branched off through a gateway marked

with the boar-heads of the Buttesthorns, and

there was the low, wide-spread house, heavily

timbered, loud with the barking of dogs.

The ruddy knight limped forth with out

stretched hand and roaring voice :â��

" What ho, Nigel ! Good welcome and

all hail ! I had thought that you had given

over poor friends like us now that the King

had made so much oi you. The horses,

varlets, or my crutch will be across you !

Hush, Lydiard ! Down, Pelamon ! I can

scarce hear my voice for your yelping. Mary,

a cup of wine for young Squire Loring ! "

She stood framed in the doorwayâ��tall,

mystic, silent, with strange, wistful face, and

her deep soul shining in her dark, questioning

eyes. Nigel kissed the hand that she held

out, and all his faith in woman and his

reverence came back to him as he looked at

her. Her sister had slipped behind her, and

her fair, elfish face smiled her forgiveness of

Nigel over Mary's shoulder. The Knight of

Dupplin leaned his weight upon the young

man's arm, and limped his way across the

great high-roofed hall to his capacious oaken

chair.

"Come, come; the stool, Edith!" he cried.

" As God is my help, that girl's mind swarms

with gallants as a granary with rats. Well,

Nigel, I hear strange tales of your spear-

running at Tilford and of the visit of the

King. How seemed he ? And my old friend

Chandosâ��many happy hours in the wood

lands have we had together ; and Manny, too,

he was ever a bold and a hard riderâ��what

news of them all ? "

Nigel told the old knight all that had

occurred, saying little of his own success and

much of his own failure, yet the eyes of the

dark woman burned the brighter as she sat at

her tapestry and listened. Sir John followed
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a hundred, but it is in my mind that he may

have found them as he went, for there was

none to say him nay. Answer me now, lad ;

how would you say if you saw ten badgers

together in the forest ? "

" A cete of badgers, fair sir."

"Good, Nigelâ��good, by my faith ! And

if you walk in Woolmer Forest and see a

swarm of foxes, how would you call it ? "

" A skulk of foxes."

" And if they be lions ? "

" Nay, fair sir, I am not like to meet

several lions in Woolmer Forest."

" Aye, lad; but there are other forests

besides Woolmer and other lands beside

England, and who can tell how far afield

such a knight-errant as Nigel of Tilford may

go, when he sees worship to be won ? We

will say that you were in the deserts of Nubia,

and that afterwards at the Court of the great

Sultan you wished to say that you had seen

several lions, which is the first beast of the

chase, being the king of all animals. How,

then, would you say it ? "

Nigel scratched his head.

" Surely, fair sir, I would be content to say

that I had seen a number of lions, if indeed

I could say aught after so wondrous an

adventure."

" Nay, Nigel, a huntsman would have said

that he had seen a pride of lions, and so

proved that he knew the language of the chase.

Now, had it been boars instead of lions ? "

" One says a singular of boars."

" And if they be swine ? "

" Surely it is a herd of swine ? "

" Nay, nay, lad ; it is indeed sad to see how

little you know. Your hands, Nigel, were

always better than your head. No man of

gentle birth would speak of a herd of swine.

That is the peasant speech. If you drive

them it is a herd. If you hunt them it is

other. What call you them, then, Edith ? "

" Nay, I know not," said the girl, listlessly.

A crumpled note, brought in by a varlet, was

clenched in her right hand, and her blue eyes

looked afar into the deep shadows of the roof.

" But you can tell us, Mary ? "

"Surely, sweet sir, one talks of a sounder

of swine?"

The old knight laughed exultantly.

" Here is a pupil who never brings me

shame," he cried. " Be it lore of chivalry,

or heraldry, or woodcraft, or what you will,

I can always turn to Mary. Many a man

can she put to the blush."

" Myself among them," said Nigel.

" Ah, lad, you are a Solomon to some of

them. Hark ye ! Only last week that jack-

Vol. xxxi.-47.

fool the young Lord of Brocas was here,

talking of having seen a covey of pheasants

in the wood. One such speech would have

been the ruin of a young squire at the

Court. How would you have said it, Nigel?"

"Surely, fair sir, it should be a nye of

pheasants ? "

"Good, Nigelâ��a nye of pheasants; even

as it is a gaggle of geese, or a badling of

ducks, a fall of woodcock, or a wisp of snipe.

But a covey of pheasants ! What sort of talk

is that ? I made him sit even where you are

sitting, Nigel, and I saw the bottom of two

pots of Rhenish ere I let him up. Even

then I fear that he had no great profit from

his lesson, for he was casting his foolish eyes

at Edith when he should have been turning

his ears to her father. But where is the

wench?"

" She hath gone forth, father."

" She ever doth go forth when there is a

chance of learning aught that is useful in

doors. But supper will soon be ready, and

there is a boar's ham fresh from the forest

with which I would ask your help, Nigel, and

a side of venison from the King's own chase.

The linemen and verderers have not for

gotten me yet, and my larder is ever full.

Blow three moots on the horn, Mary, that

the varlets may set the table, for the growing

shadow and my loosening belt warn me that

it is time."

CHAPTER XII.

HOW NIGEL FOUGHT THE TWISTED MAN

OF SHAI-FORD.

IN the days of which you read all classes,

save, perhaps, the \ery poor, fared better in

meat and in drink than they have ever done

since. The country was covered with wood

landsâ��there were seventy separate forests in

England alone, some of them covering half a

shire. Within these forests the great beasts

of the chase were strictly preserved, but the

smaller game, the hares, the rabbits, the birds

which swarmed round the coverts, found their

way readily into the poor man's pot. Ale

was very cheap, and cheaper still was the

mead which every peasant could make for

himself out of the wild honey in the tree-

trunks. There were many tea-like drinks

also, which were brewed by the poor at

no expenseâ��mallow tea, tansy tea, and

others, the secret of which has passed. Amid

the richer classes there was rude profusion,

great joints ever on the sideboard, huge pies,

beasts of the field and beasts of the chase,

with ale and rough French or Rhenish wines

to wash them down. But the very rich
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had attained to a high pitch of luxury in

their food, and cookery was a science in

which the ornamentation of the dish was

almost as important as the dressing of the

food. It was gilded, it was silvered, it was

painted, it was surrounded with flame. From

the boar and the peacock down to such

strange food as the porpoise and the hedge

hog, every dish had its own setting and its

own sauce, very strange and very complex,

with flavourings of dates, currants, cloves,

vinegar, sugar, and honey, of cinnamon,

ground ginger, sandalwood, saffron, brawn,

and pines. It was the Norman tradition to

eat in moderation, but to have a great pro

fusion of the best and of the most delicate

from which to choose. From them came

this complex cookery, so unlike the rude

and often gluttonous simplicity of the old

Teutonic stock.

Sir John Buttesthorn was of that middle

class who fared in the old fashion, and his

great oak supper-table groaned beneath the

generous pasties, the mighty joints, and the

great flagons. Below were the household ;

above on a raised dais the family table, with

places ever ready for those frequent guests

who dropped in from the high road outside.

Such a one had just come, an old priest,

journeying from the Abbey of Chertsey to

the Priory of St. John at Midhurst. He

passed often that way, and never without

breaking his journey at the hospitable board

of Cosford.

" Welcome again, good Father Athanasius,"

cried the burly knight. "Come, sit here on

my right and give me the news of the

countryside, for there is never a scandal but

the priests are the first to know it."

The priest, a kindly, quiet man, glanced at

an empty place upon the farther sideof his host.

"Mistress Edith?" said he.

"Aye, aye; where is the hussy?" cried

her father, impatiently. " Mary, I beg you

to have the horn blown again, that she may

know that the supper is on the table. What

can the little owlet do abroad at this hour of

the night?"

There was trouble in the priest's gentle

eyes as he touched the knight upon the sleeve.

" I have seen Mistress Edith within this

hour," said he. " I fear that she will hear

no horn that you may blow, for she must be

at Milford ere now."

" At Milford ! What does she there ? "

" I pray you, good Sir John, to abate your

voice somewhat, for indeed this matter is for

our private discourse, since it touches the

honour of a lady."

" Her honour! " Sir John's ruddy face

had turned redder still as he stared at the

troubled features of the priest. "Her honour,

say you â�� the honour of my daughter?

Make good those words, or never set your

foot over the threshold of Cosford again ! "

" I trust that I have done no wrong, Sir

John ; but indeed I must say what I have

seen, else would I be a false friend and an

unworthy priest."

" Haste, man, haste ' What in the devil's

name have you seen ? "

" Know you a little man, partly misshapen,

named Paul de la Fosse?"

" I know him well. He is a man of noble

family and coat-armour, being the younger

brother of Sir Eustace de la Fosse of Shalford.

Time was when I had thought that I might call

him son, for there was never a day that he

did not pass with my girls, but I fear that his

crooked back sped him ill in his wooing."

" Alas, Sir John! it is his mind that is

more crooked than his back. He is a perilous

man with women, for the devil hath given him

such a tongue and such an eye that he charms

them even as the basilisk. Marriage may be

in their mind, but never in his, so that I

could count a dozen and more whom he has

led to their undoing. It is his pride and his

boast over the whole countryside."

" Well, well; and what is this to me or

mine ? "

" Even now, Sir John, as I rode my mule

up the road I met this man speeding

towards his home. A woman rode by his

side, and though her face was hooded I heard

her laugh as she passed me. That laugh I

have heard before, and it was under this very

roof, from the lips of Mistress Edith."

The knight's knife dropped from his hand.

But the debate had been such that neither

Mary nor Nigel could fail to have heard it.

'Mid the rough laughter and clatter of voices

from below, the little group at the high table

had a privacy of their own.

"Fear not, father," said the girl; "indeed,

the good Father Athanasius hath fallen into

error, and Edith will be with us anon. I have

heard her speak of this man many a time of

late, and always with bitter words."

"It is true, sir," cried Nigel, eagerly. " It

was only this very evening as we rode over

Thursley Moor that Mistress Edith told me

that she counted him not a fly, and that she

would be glad if he were beaten for his evil

deeds."

But the wise priest shook his silvery locks.

" Nay, there is ever danger when a woman

speaks like that. Hot hate is-twin brother
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from her horse and was advancing to the

door, but they rudely barred her way.

" Nay, nay ; our master needs no more,"

cried one, with a hoarse laugh. " Stand

back, mistress, whoever you be. The house

is shut, and our lord sees no guests to-night."

" Fellow," said Nigel, speaking low and

clear, "stand back from us. Our errand is

with your master."

" Bethink you, my children," cried the old

priest, " would it not be best, perchance, that

I go in to him, and see whether the voice of

the Church may not soften this hard heart ?

I fear bloodshed if you enter."

" Nay, father, I pray you to stay here for

the nonce," said Nigel. " And you, Mary,

do you bide with the good priest, for we

know not what may be within."

Again he turned to the door, and again

the two men barred his passage.

" Stand back, I say, back for your lives,"

said Nigel. " By St. Paul! I should think it

shame to soil my sword with such as you,

but my soul is set, and no man shall bar my

path this night."

The men shrank from the deadly menace

of that gentle voice.

" Hold !" said one of them, peering

through the darkness; " is it not Squire

Coring of Tilford ? "

" That is indeed my name."

" Had you spoken it I, for one, would not

have stopped your way. Put down your

staff, Wat, for this is no stranger, but the

Squire of Tilford."

" As well for him," grumbled the other,

lowering his cudgel with an inward prayer of

thanksgiving. " Had it been otherwise I

should have had blood upon my soul to

night. But our master said nothing of neigh

bours when he ordered us to hold the door.

I will enter and ask him what is his will."

But already Nigul was past them, and had

pushed open the outer door. Swift as he

was the I^ady Mary was at his very heels, and

the two passed together into the hall beyond.

It was a great room, draped and curtained

with black shadows, with one vivid circle of

light in the centre, where two oil lamps

shone upon a small table. A meal was laid

upon the table, but only two were seated at

it, and there were no servants in the room.

At the near end was Edith, her golden hair

loose and streaming down over the scarlet

and black of her riding dress. At the far

ther end the light beat strongly upon the

harsh face and the high drawn, misshapen

shoulders of the lord of the house. A tangle

of black hair surmounted a high rounded

forehead, the forehead of a thinker, with two

deep-set, cold grey eyes twinkling sharply

from under tufted brows. His nose was

curved and sharp, like the beak of some

cruel bird, but below the whole of his clean

shaven, powerful face was marred by the

loose, slabbing mouth and the round folds

of the heavy chin. His knife in one hand

and a half-gnawed bone in ths other, he

looked fiercely up, like some beast disturbed

in his den, as the two intruders broke in

upon his hall.

Nigel stopped midway between the door

and the table. His eyes and those of

Paul de la Fosse were riveted upon each

other. But Mary, with her woman's soul

flooded over with love and pity, had rushed

forward and cast her arms round her younger

sister. Edith had sprung up from her chair

and, with averted face, tried to push the

other away from her.

" Edith ! Edith ! By the Virgin I implore

you to come back with us, and to leave this

wicked man ! " cried Mary. " Dear sister,

you would not break our father's heart, nor

bring his grey head- in dishonour to the

grave ! Come back, Edith ; come back and

all is well."

But Edith pushed her away, and her fair

cheeks were flushed with her anger.

" What right have you over me, Mary,

you who are but two years older, that you

should follow me over the countryside as

though I were a runagate villein and you my

mistress ? Do you yourself go back, and

leave me to do that which seems best in my

own eyes."

But Mary still held her in her arms, and

still strove to soften the hard and angry heart.

"Our mother is dead, Edith. I thank (jod

that she died ere she saw you under this roof.

But I stand for her, as I have done all my

life, since I am indeed your elder. It is with

her voice that I beg and pray you that you

will not trust this man farther, and that you

will come back ere it be too late."

Edith writhed from her grasp, and stood

flushed and defiant, with gleaming, angry eyes

fixed upon her sister.

" You may speak evil of him now," said

she, " but there was a time- when Paul de la

Eosse came to Cosford, and who so gentle

and soft-spoken to him then as wise, grave

sister Mary ? But he has learned to love

another, so now he is the wicked man, and it

is shame to be seen under his roof! From

what I see of my good, pious sister and her

cavalier it is sin for another to ride at night

with a man at your side, but it comes easy
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enough to you. Look at your own eye, good

sister, ere you would take the speck from that

of another.''

Mary stood irresolute and greatly troubled,

holding down her pride and her anger, but

uncertain how best to deal with this strong,

wayward spirit.

" It is not a time for bitter words, dear

sister," said she; and again she laid her hand

upon her sister's sleeve. "All that you say

may be true. There was indeed a time when

this man was friend to us both, and I know

even as you do the power which he may have

to win a woman's heart. But I know him now

and you do not. I know the evil that he has

wrought, the dishonour that he has brought,

the perjury that lies upon his soul, the

confidence betrayed, the promise unfulfilledâ��

all this I know. Am I to see my own sister

caught in the same well-used trap ? Has it

shut upon you, child? Am I, indeed, already

too .late ? For God's sake tell me, Edith,

that it is not so ! "

Edith plucked her sleeve from her sister

and made two swift steps to the head of

the table. Paul de la Fosse still sat silent,

with his eyes upon Nigel. Edith laid her

hand upon his shoulder.

" This is the man I love, and the only

man that I have ever loved. This is my

husband," said she.

At the word Mary gave a cry of joy.

" And is it so ? " she cried. " Nay, then

all is in honour, and God will see to the rest.

If you are man and wife before the altar,

then, indeed, why should I, or any other,

stand between you ? Tell me that it is

indeed so, and I return this moment to

make your father a happy man."

Kdith pouted like a naughty child.

" We are man and wife in the eyes of God.

Soon also we shall be wedded before all the

world. We do but wait until next Monday,

when Paul's brother, who is a priest at St.

Albans, \vill come to wed us. Already a

messenger has sped for him, and he will

come, will he not, dear love ? "

" He will come," said the Master of

Shalford, still with his eyes fixed upon the

silent Nigel.

" It is a lie; he will not come," said a

voice from the door.

It was the old priest, who had followed the

others as far as the threshold.

" He will not come," he repeated, as he

advanced into the room. " Daughter, my

daughter, hearken to the words of one who

is indeed old enough to be your earthly

father. This lie has served before. He has

ruined others before you with it. The man

has no brother at St. Albans. I know his

brothers well, and there is no priest among

them. Before Monday, when it is all too

late, you will have found the truth as others

have done before you. Trust him not, but

come with us ! "

Paul de la Fosse looked up at her with a

quick smile and patted the hand upon his

shoulder.

" Do you speak to them, Edith," said he.

Her eyes flashed with scorn as she surveyed

them each in turnâ��the woman, the youth,

and the priest.

"I have but one word to say to them,"

said she. " It is that they go hence and

trouble us no more. Am I not a free

woman ? Have I not said that this is the

only man I ever loved ? I have loved him

long. He did not know it, and in despair he

turned to another. Now he knows all, and

never again can doubt come between us.

Therefore I will stay here at Shalford, and

come to Cosford no more save upon the arm

of my husband. Am I so weak that I would

believe the tales you tell against him ? Is it

hard for a jealous woman and a wandering

priest to agree upon a lie ? No, no, Mary ;

you can go hence and take your cavalier and

your priest with you, for here I stay true to

my love, and safe in my trust upon his

honour."

" Well spoken, on my faith, my golden

bird," said the little Master of Shalford.

" Let me add my own word to that which has

been said. You would not grant me any

virtue in your unkindly speech, good Lady

Mary, and yet you must needs confess that at

least I have good store of patience, since I

have not set my dogs upon your friends who

have come between me and my ease. But

even to the most virtuous there comes at last

a time when poor human frailty may prevail,

and so I pray you to remove both yourself,

your priest, and your valiant knight-errant of

Tilford, lest, perhaps, there be more haste

and less dignity when at last you do take

your leave. Sit down, my fair love, and let

us turn once more to our supper." He

motioned her to her chair and he filled her

wine-cup as well as his own.

Nigel had said no word since he had

entered the room, but his look had never lost

its set purpose, nor had his brooding eyes

ever wandered from the sneering face of the

deformed Master of Shalford. Now he

turned with swift decision to Mary and to

the priest.

"That is over," said he, in a low voice.
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against a cripple, you have both to learn

that if my body be weak there is the soul of

my breed within it. To marry because a

boasting, ranting, country squire would have

me do soâ��no, by the soul of God, I will die

first ! On Monday I will marry, and no day

sooner, so let that be your answer."

" It is the answer that I wished," said

Nigel, " for indeed I see no happiness in

this marriage, and the other may well be

the better way. Stand aside, Edith ! " He

gently forced her to one side and drew his

sword. De la Fosse cried aloud at the sight.

" I have no sword. You would not

murder me!" said he, leaning back, with

haggard face and burning eyes, against his

chair. The bright steel shone in the lamp

light. Edith shrank back, her hand over

her face.

" Take this sword," said Nigel, and he

turned the hilt to the cripple. " Now ! " he

added, as he drew his hunting-knife. " Kill

me if you can, Paul de la Fosse, for, as God

is my help, I will do as much for you."

The woman, half swooning, and yet spell

bound and fascinated, looked on at that

strange combat. For a moment the cripple

stood with an air of doubt, the sword grasped

in his nerveless fingers. Then, as he saw the

tiny blade in Nigel's hand, the greatness of

the advantage came home to him, and a

cruel smile tightened his loose lips. Slowly,

step by stej), he advanced, his chin sunk upon

his chest, his eyes glaring from under the

thick tangle of his brows like fires through

the brushwood. Nigel waited for him, his

left hand forward, his knife down by his hip,

his face grave, still, and watchful. Nearer

and nearer yet with stealthy step, and then

with a bound and a cry of hatred and rage

Paul de la Fosse had sped his blow. It was

well judged and well swung, but point would

have been wiser than edge against that supple

body and those r.ctive feet. Quick as a flash

Nigel had sprung inside the sweep of the

blade, taking a flesh wound on his left fore

arm as he pressed it under the hilt. The

next instant the cripple was on the ground,

and Nigel's dagger was at his throat.

" You dog ! " he whispered. " I have you

at my mercy. Quick, ere I strike, and for

the last time ! Will you marry or no ? "

The crash of the fall and the sharp point

upon his throat had cowed the man's spirit.

He looked up with a white face, and the

sweat gleamed upon his high forehead.

There was terror in his eyes.

" Nay, take your knife from me !" he cried.

" I cannot die like a calf in the shambles."

" Will you marry? "

" Yes, yes; I will wed her. After all she

is a good wench, and I might do worse. Let

me up. I tell you I will marry her. What

more would you have?"

Nigel stood above him with his foot upon

his misshapen body. He had picked up his

sword, and the point rested upon the cripple's

breast.

" Nay, you will bide where you are ! If

you are to liveâ��and my conscience cries

loud against itâ��at least your wedding will be

such as your sins have deserved. Lie there,

like the crushed worm that you are." Then

he raised his voice. " Father Athanasius ! "

he cried. " What ho ! Father Athanasius !"

The old priest ran to the cry, and so did the

Lady Mary. A strange sight it was that met

them now in the circle of lightâ��the frightened

girl, half unconscious against the table, the

prostrate cripple, and Nigel with foot and

sword upon his body.

"Your book, father," cried Nigel. "I know

not if what we do is good or ill, but we must

wed them, for there is no way out."

But the girl by the table had given a great

cry, and she was clinging and sobbing with

her arms round her sister's neck.

"Oh, Mary, I thank the Virgin that you

have come ; 1 thank the Virgin that it is not

too late ! What did he say ? He said that

he was a de la Fosse, and that he would not

be married at the sword-point. My heart

went out to him when he said it. Hut Iâ��â�¢

am I not a Buttesthorn, and shall it be said

that I would marry a man who could be led

to the altar with a knife at his throat? No,

no; I see him as he is! I know him now,

the mean spirit, the lying tongue. Can I not

read in his eyes that he has indeed deceived

me, that he would have left me as you say

that he has left others ? Take me home,

Mary, my sister, for you have plucked me

back this night from the very mouth of hell."

And so it was that the Master of Shalford,

livid and brooding, was left with his wine at

his lonely table, while the golden beauty of

Cosford, hot with shame and anger, her fair

face wet with tears, passed out safe from the

house of infamy into the great calm and

peace of the starry night.

(To be continued.)
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surface of the river, the roofs of the houses in

the bazaar exude smoke from their kitchens

down below, the steam of cooking-pots from

boats at anchor floats off to mingle with the

vapours on the river-banks. Thin and jagged

circles of mist rest on the branches of the

trees. The earth sends forth great puffs of

watery breath. But soon a shaft of sunlight

dissolves it all away, and it is then that the

bustle of day commences for Kuching.

Some Chinamen dressed in loose cotton

drawers and jackets are moving about the

streets. They wear conical straw hats,

and, balancing a pole on their shoulders, go

at a jog-trot down the street in search of

customers. On either end of the pole are

strung boxes of rice newly boiled and parcels

of salt fish. Coolies and some Chinese of

the poorer class purchase their breakfast at

these perambulating restaurants, and eat it in

the street.

The bazaar is more a Chinese street than

anything else. Its houses are one or two

storeys high, and they are built of bricks.

Some of them have sloping, red-tiled roofs,

and others have flat tops surrounded by

balustrades, made of pale green perforated

e.irthenware tiles, inside which stand pots of

flowers and vegetables. Then, on the front

of the houses facing the river are coloured

wreaths of porcelain flowers surrounding the

windows and doors. Here and there little

pictures of people and animals are inserted.

Such things as green or blue dragons, with

immense protruding eyeballs, glare at you

from corners, and two favourite subjects are

an old man with a white beard leaning on a

stick, and a white horse standing alone in the

midst of an intricate pattern of leaves and

flowers. I should much like to know the

meaning of these things, used as they are by

the Chinese as ornaments. There must be

a motive for painting a white horse over a

window or inserting the portrait of a sage

over a doorway. Chinese do not resemble

us in our insane habits of sticking fragments

of symbolic ornaments all over our houses

and public buildings with no more thought

of the meaning attached to them than a new

born child would have. But I much doubt

whether any Chinaman in Sarawak or any

where else in the world would give us white

people the key by which to unlock certain

corners of his soul. Nevertheless, in spite

of such sphinx - like characteristics, the

Chinese are absolutely necessary to the

development of a tropical country.

The many plantations of gambier and

pepper, covering some thousands of acres

of land, are brought under cultivation in

Sarawak by the Chinese. China provides

workmen for the Sarawak mines. Its

labourers cultivate vegetables for sale at the

markets in the town. They buy fresh fish

from the villages on the coast, and bring it

up the river to Kuching with each turn of

the tide. They are adepts at imitating

European goods, and can thus become boot

makers, hatters, tailors, linen-drapers with

the greatest facility to the Europeans in

Sarawak. Their energy is amazing, and their

power of work something extraordinary.

They are a curious people ; both cruel yet

kind, generous yet miserly, clever yet stupid,

energetic yet stolid, honest yet cunning. The

Malays, however, like them and show their

affection by borrowing money from them, for

which they have to pay a high interest.

Some persons there are who call them the

Jews of the tropics. The Dyaks of Sarawak

look upon them as inferior beings, take their

heads when they can do so without being

found out, and insult their enemies by liken

ing them to a Chinaman.

The mail steamer has just come in from

Singapore, and one can see the energy with

which the Chinese coolies arc unloading her

cargo at the Borneo Company's wharf close

by. This is the moment when they swarm

all over the place. They rush noisily down

the streets, rattling along little hand-carts to

carry away the bales of goods just arrived, or

canter on their way from the steamer carry

ing heavy bags of grain on their heads to

some trader in the town. Sometimes they

convey great bales of silks or muslins from

India to the "Marshall and Snelgroves " of

the ba/.aar ; or they stagger under the weight

of blue, white, or green jars which come from

China, and are destined for some Malay

residing in Kuching, and used by him for

storing his rice or his cocoa-nut oil.

This diminutive fragment of commercial

life appears most strange in the midst of

profound solitudes, for north, south, east, and

west, beyond the limits of the town, there are

forests and forests, and again forests, inter

spersed with great rivers rushing through

them to the sea.

Kuching and its bazaars, its streets of

blacksmiths, of silversmiths, of native tailors,

its Catholic mission schools and church, its

Protestant cathedral, its Malay mosques, its

Hindu temples, and its Government build

ings, only covers some few square miles of

land.

Far away on the horizon mountains frame

the picture. Overhead blazes the eastern









A DAY SPENT IN KUCHIXG.

383

of white stars bend and sway over bright green

leaves.

Then on again, past the fort, the com

mandant's house, and the. flagstaff, on which

floats a flag with the Sarawak coloursâ��a red

and blue cross on a pale yellow ground.

A little farther we come to a steep descent,

down which we go to the Malay cam pong,

which lies on this side of Kuching. I think

most persons would agree that these summer

cities are exceedingly pretty. The roofs and

walls of the houses are made of sylvan stuff,

such as palm fronds, and the flooring is

lifted some feet off the earth to keep the

inmates free from the visits of such things as

snakes or noxious insects.

It might be amusing to try one's hand at

architecture in these countries, where nibung

palms, rattans, etc., grow in such profusion.

In one morning's walk you might collect

enough material to build a house in the after

noon, which you could finish off carefully in

the evening, and live in the next day !

It is, perhaps, needless to point out the

absence ol plan which characterizes these

flimsy towns. Each householder arranges

the wooden pillars of his house at whatever

angle suits him best, but I am always in a

state of wonder as to the grove of fruit trees

by which each house is surrounded. I have

never seen Sarawak Malays attend to their

gardens in any way. I can only imagine that

the seeds of mangoes, mangosteens, papayas,

and custard apples are dropped there by

birds, the hot sun and excessive moisture

doing the rest.

We now follow the path all the way down

the campong by the river-bank, and its cpn-

dition depends on the goodwill of its

inhabitants. To-day the grass has been cut

and the puddles filled in, with bamboos,

cut in short lengths, laid side'by side over

them. So far walking is easy, had not the

recent rain made the narrow track between

the grass somewhat slippery. From one of

the houses a woman has caught sight of us ;

she rushes indoors, calls her female relations,

carries her children out, and the whole

family comes down the ladder leading from

the house and follows us. Then other

women from neighbouring houses do like

wise, and soon a mob of people is following

at our heels. Of course, no men form part

of this procession, as we are in a Moham

medan country. The women are dressed in

the same fashion as my friends, only in their

case cotton stuffs replace the silk brocades.

Datu Sahada is delighted at the number

of people following us. Malays always love

crowds, and she is no exception to the rule.

She keeps looking back at the long string of

people and saying, " Our hearts are happy

now!" â�¢

Then we come to a ditchâ��a great yawning

ditch measuring some yards across, and full

of sticky black mud. A narrow pole of wood

does duty for a bridge, and we become some

what excited as tc whether I can cross it

without tumbling in. The sad thing is that

there are a good many more houses the other

side of the ditch, and we can see the women

there waiting to join us. It is out of the

question that they should come to us did we

not pass their houses. So we resolve to do

our best and try. Datu Sahada takes charge

of the affair and picks out a woman from the

crowd whose house is close to the ditch. She

walks across the bit of wood several times a

day, so she ought to know its ways. With a

great deal of decision Datu Sahada steps first

on to the pole, and I follow her cautiously.

She then puts her hand under my left arm-pit.

The other lady holds my right elbow very

carefully in both her hands, as if it were very

brittle. All the women say, "Take care;

take very great care." The children also

gravely repeat the words, and in this manner,

with crab-like movements, I eventually get

across.

But now a strange idea seizes the women.

They suddenly rush towards any bright-

coloured flowers that are growing nearâ��such

things as hibiscus and allamandas. They

tear the blossoms stalkless from the shrubs,

and thrust them into the little knobs of hair

neatly twisted on the top of their children's

heads.

The thing is so sudden and spontaneous

that I ask 1 )atu Sahada what it means. She

points towards the heavens, and I see a great

rainbow in the sky, with its ends colouring

the trees. She does not seem surprised at

the behaviour of her countrywomen, and

repeats the words they say as they look at

the glorious thing : " Hail, my Lord ! We

wear bright colours too, and we came out

walking to meet you in the sky."

I thought the scene very pretty, so full of

the poetic fancy characteristic of these

people. I could not get them to give the

most remote idea why they acted in this

manner, hut I imagine it to be some obsolete

superstition whose meaning has been lost in

the mists of Time.

Suddenly a blast like that of a trumpet is

heard a little way off. "The six o'clock

calling for us to go home," the women say.

The sound comes from a cicada, a kind of
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three or four yards away. Had Joel Uns-

worth been at the head of an army there was

that in me which told I should still have

slain him. I laughed a little at his foolish

shooting, and then, stepping forward, with one

swift blow I struck the pistol from a hand too

guilty to hold with firmness any honest weapon.

" You have a man to deal with this time,"

I cried through the door, and then I beat

upon it with both my hands, with all the

quivering strength of my indignant rage, with

all the gathered force of my long-contem

plated vengeance.

The whole house seemed to shake with

the violence of my blows, and I could hear

plainly how there was someone inside run

ning to and fro as though in extreme bewilder

ment and terror. Then the hinges gave and

the door fell in with a crash, and across it I

strode into the room it had guarded.

This was a large apartment, furnished with

substantial, old fashioned furniture, and on

the great oak table was a pile of money and

papers, the arrangement and counting of

which it seemed I had interrupted. But of

Joel Unsworth himself I could see nothing,

and at first I thought the room was empty,

till at last my glance fell on a figure crouching

down in a corner, so small and fragile that I,

searching for a stout and big-built man,

almost overlooked it.

I said nothing. I could only stare in

amazement as gradually I made out that this

was a young and very lovely girl who

crouched there, watching me with a kind of

fascinated horror from great, terrified eyes of

a singularly deep and clear blue. I moved

across the room to her and pulled her to her

feet. She screamed out very pitifully as I

laid my hand on her, and I have no doubt

I looked formidable enough with my dis

hevelled hair and great black beard, that had

gone untrimmed now for many days, with my

clothes old and disarranged, and my eyes

glittering wildly in a face as pallid and as

ghastly as her own. She was trembling so

violently that she would have fallen if I had

not held her, and when I asked her where

Joel Unsworth was the poor, trembling

creature could not frame a word in reply,

though I saw her strive again and again to

make some answer.

" I am not going to hurt you," I said, as

gently as I could. " It is Joel Unsworth I

have business with. Where is he ? "

Then she managed to stammer out an

answer, though from such quivering lips and

chattering teeth that I could barely under

stand her.

" Do not hurt me," she whimpered. " Oh,

please do not hurt me. Take the moneyâ��

take all the money "â��she made a gesture

with her trembling hand to the coins lying

on the tableâ��" only, please do not hurt me."

"The money!" I said, with anger, for I

had a hundred thousand pounds in the bank

that could not save Joel Unsworth's lifeâ��

no, nor my own soul. " I don't want the

money, unless it can buy me back the last

three months." I pushed her into one of

the great, old-fashioned chairs, where she

lay, a quivering heap of terror unspeakable ;

and then I said, " Tell me where Joel

Unsworth is."

" He is away," she said ; "he has gone to

Northbach."

I swore to myself under my breath, for

this was indeed a misfortune. If he had

gone there he was not likely to be back till

midnight, and my already too long delayed

revenge would have to wait another seven

hours. I fell to walking up and down the

room in angry perplexity, and I had alto

gether forgotten the very presence of the girl,

till some vague sensation of discomfort made

me turn to see her watching me very intently

from those deep, clear eyes of hers, that, for

all the terror they still held, yet retained some

thing of their wonted peace and sincerity.

She seemed to have got over her fear a little,

though she still trembled slightly at intervals ;

but for some reason the close attention with

which she watched me stirred in me a vague

desire to defend myself, as though it were an

accusation that she meant.

" I am not going to hurt you," I said again.

" Only keep quiet; no harm is meant to you

or any honest person."

She made no answer to that, but I saw her

glance towards the door that lay shattered in

its frame, and I felt myself flush a little.

" I thought Joel Unsworth was in here," I

said, tugging at my beard.

" And if he had been ? " she asked, in a

voice that was very sweet and low, and yet

very clear also.

" Then," I said, " by this he would have

been dead"; and I resumed my sombre

pacing to and fro, and she her thoughtful

scrutiny of me, till at last I broke out

angrily :â��

" Don't look at me like that, girl."

" Why do you want to kill my uncle ? " she

asked. " You do not look like a murderer " ;

and then in a softer tone, as though musing

to herself : " No, not at all like a robber or a

murderer, only sad and worn, and very, very

tired."
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In the streets, a few days later, my father fell

down and died of hunger ; my mother was

taken to the workhouse. She was alive when

I stood by her bedside, but she did not know

meâ��I, her son, with a hundred thousand

pounds in the bank that could not buy even

a moment's recognition from her. There

fore, when Joel Unsworth comes, I shall

strangle him."

I had spoken with a rushing fluency out of

the bitterness of my heart, for this was the

first time I had told my story to living ears,

and it was a relief to unburden myself.

When I finished I saw the girl was weeping

softly to herself, and then I saw her, still

crying softly, slide off her chair and stand up.

" I am going away," she said ; " he is my

uncle, but I would rather die of hunger in the

streets like your father, or in the workhouse

like your mother, than stay another minute

in the house of a man who could do such a

thing."

I said nothing, but I watched her making

preparations, and full as was my mind of

fierce and brooding thoughts, yet was it

penetrated by a sense of the dainty lightness

of her movements and the swift gracefulness

of her every action. But it was her eyes that

troubled me and drew my attention, for,

dimmed as they were with the great tears

that kept silently rising in them and brim

ming over down her cheeks, yet when they

turned on me it seemed as though they

pierced to my innermost heart. And the

black fury that smouldered there was dis

turbed by their serene but searching glance.

"What else is it you intend to do?" I

broke out very suddenly, warned, I know not

how, of some other intention she had in her

mind.

" You must not become a murderer," she

answered. " I would save your dead parents

that, at least. I shall warn my uncle not to

come back here."

" Oh !" I said, fiercely. " So that is what

your tears meant, eh ? So you would save

him, would you, and cheat me of my

vengeance ? "

" And save you from a crime," she

answered, moving towards the door.

"Come back," I said, sullenly. "Justice

is no crime. Do you think I have planned

and contemplated this day after day, night

after night, to be turned from my purpose by

a girl? Come back."

And when she would not, but still tried to

go, I picked her up in my armsâ��she weighed

no more than a featherâ��and carried her

back and put her down in her chair again.

" Oh, let me go," she implored. " If you

do this you will be no better than he."

"What does that matter," I returned,

" when all I want is my revenge ? "

" And what," she asked, very softly and

tenderly, " would the two who are dead think

and feel if they knew their son had become a

murderer ? "

"At any rate," I answered, moodily, "they

would know then he was not the liar and

thief they died thinking himâ��that Joel repre

sented him to be."

" And yet," she persisted, " you know "

" I know nothing," I interrupted, " except

that I am waiting for my enemy to slay him."

She made a little gesture of despair and

then, on a sudden, she leapt up and ran so

swiftly to the doorway that I was only just in

time to stop her.

" Unless you promise," I said, as I held

her back, " not to do that again, I will tie

you to your chair."

" If you do," she answered, defiantly, " I

will scream a warning to him when I hear

him coming."

"Then I shall gag you," I answered.

" Will you promise ? "

" Never," she said. " I would rather you

killed me."

She looked up at me as she spoke with

serene and fearless eyes and firm-set lips, and

she seemed such a tiny, fragile thing to set

her will against mine that I was amazed,

and the more amazed to contrast her present

calm courage with the pitiful and anguished

fear she had shown when I first broke my

way in.

" Are you not afraid ? " I asked. " How do

you know I shall not join you with your

uncle's fate ? You were frightened enough

just now."

"Oh, that," she answered, with a little

gesture of disdainâ��"that was different; then

I was just frightened for myself. I thought

you were just a robber come to take that

money on the table, and perhaps to murder

me. But now," she said, passionately, " I

would die this instant, most willingly and

most gladly, if that would avail."

" You are a strange girl," I said, wonder-

ingly, "to be so ready to die to save your

uncle."

" That is not the reason," she answered,

steadily; and I turned from her with a curse

under my breath, for I understood very well

what she meant.

I resumed my pacing to and fro, and all

in a minute she was up and running again,

and this time her hand was on the front
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\vent on restlessly pacing to and fro. I think

nearly an hour passed in complete silence,

and then there was a fumbling at the front

door, and I knew that at last my time had

come. But the girl had heard the sound

too, and her deep blue eyes looked into mine,

shining with an inflexible resolution.

"By Heaven," I cried aloud, "you shall

not," and I took her silk handkerchief again,

and, though she cried out once that there was

danger, I soon had it thrust into her mouth

and fastened there so that she could not

make a sound. As I drew back I saw how

the slow, pitiful tears ran down her cheeks,

and I went back and stooped down and said

to her in a whisper:â��

" Be satisfied ! I shall not try to escape.

Afterwards I will give myself up to the police

and you shall see me punished."

Then I went over and stood beside the

door, waiting for Joel to enter, and I could

feel as by physical contact how she looked

and longed at me with all her soul in her

eyes, and her heart and her mind, all her

being concentrated into the dumb pleading

of her gaze.

Now the front door was open, and I heard

Unsworth close it again and lock and bolt it

with care, and then come along the passage

till his eye fell on the broken door.

" Oh, my money ! " he screamed at once,

and running forward stood petrified on the

threshold as his glance wandered from the

money on the table to the bound and gagged

figure of his niece, whose anguished eyes only

I could interpret, and then at the broken

door at his feet. He had a lighted candle in

his hand, and, though there was a lamp on

the table that illumined the room well enough,

he held the candle over his head as he peered

amazedly before him. He did not at first

notice me, who stood motionless against the

wall just at his side, but only gaped before

him, and at last cried out, " Why, lass, what's

to do ? The money has not goneâ��what has

happened ? "

He took a step or two forward as he spoke,

probably meaning to release her, and I moved

in front of the open doorway. Hearing me

he turned, and I saw a pallor come upon his

face, for in spite of the beard I had grown he

knew me at once.

" Yes; it is I," I said, " come back to

account with you for your dealings with my

father and my mother."

Not a word did he speak, but fell flat on

his face at my feet as though I had struck

him down, and he wallowed there, moaning

to himself. The candle rolled into one

corner of the room, near a heap of old

clothes, spluttering noisily. I bent down

and laid my hands about his throat as he lay,

but the eyes of the girl compelled me, and I

could not do it while she watched.

I took him by the collarâ��he was dazed

with terror, for the moment he saw me he

read my purpose in my face, and he just lay

limply without making the least attempt to

struggle â�� and dragged him into the hall.

But it was as bad there, for it seemed to me

that her eyes pierced through the walls and

watched my every movement, and I even

had an impression that she was standing by

the doorway looking at me.

I knew how absurd this idea was, for I

had bound her securely, but it was so strong

that I went to look. Of course, she was

still as I had left her, gagged and tied to her

chair, unable to move an inch ; but I stayed

there fascinated on the threshold, gazing

alternately at her and at the wretch who lay

behind me, already half dead with fear. And

as I looked at these two victims of mineâ��

from her to him, from him to herâ��it seemed

to me that on her right hand stood my dead

father, and my dead mother on her left, and

that they looked at her with approval, but at

me not at all.

I went back and took Unsworth by the

collar again, and dragged him like a sack

into the room once more and flung him at

her feet, and said :â��â�¢

" There is the man who slew my parents :

not quickly, with a painless pressure on the

throat, but slowly, by lies and hunger and a

broken heart. Have I no right," I asked,

with passion, " to take his life in return ? "

I think Unsworth had fainted, and though

I saw the girl understood what I said, of

course she could make no answer. 1 took

a chair and sat down opposite to her, with

Unsworth's prostrate and unconscious form

lying between us. I did not look at her,

but I knew very well her unwavering eyes

were fixed on me with that clear and steady,

very deep regard I could not face.

For a long time we sat thus, I with my

head leaning on my hands, staring at my

enemy lying in my power, whose only sign of

life was a faint, half-heard moaning. Opposite

was she whom I had gagged and bound and

prisoned, whom I could have slain by a

pressure of finger and thumb, in whose power

it was not to raise a finger to hinder me, or

to utter the least, lowest murmur of protest.

But at her I dared never look. Many a time

I tried, for I knew and she knew that if once

I could meet her unwavering eyes with a























Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYAKD ttlPLING.

IV.

1 OLD MEN AT PEVENSEY."

JT has nought to do with

apes or devils," Sir Richard

went on, in an undertone.

" It concerns De Aquila,

than whom there was never

bolder nor craftier, nor more

hardy knight born. And, remember, he was

an old, old man at that time."

" When ? " said Dan.

"When we came back from sailing with

Witta."

" What did you do with your gold ? " said

Dan.

" Have patience. Link by link is chain-

mail made. I will tell all in its place. We

bore the gold to Pevensey on horsebackâ��

three loads of itâ��and then up to the north

chamber, above the great hall of Pevensey

Castle, where De Aquila lay in winter. He

sat on his bed like a little white falcon, turn

ing his head swiftly from one to the other as

we told our tale. Jehan the Crab, an old

sour man-aVarms, guarded the stairway, but

De Aquila bade him wait at the stair-foot,

and let down both leather curtains over the

door. It was Jehan whom De Aquila had

sent to us with the horses, and only Jehan

had loaded the gold. When our story was

told, De Aquila gave us the news of England,

for we were as men waked from a year-long

sleep. The Red King was deadâ��slain (ye

remember ?) the day we set sailâ��and Henry,

his younger brother, had made himself King

of England over the head of Robert of

Normandy. This was the very thing that the

Red King had done when our Great William

died. Then Robert of Normandy, mad, as

De Aquila said, at twice missing this king

dom, had sent an army against England,

which army had been well beaten back to

their ships at Portsmouth. A little earlier,

and Witta's ship would have rowed through

them.

" ' And now,' said De Aquila, ' half the

great barons of the north and west are out

against the King between Salisbury and

Shrewsbury, and half the other half wait to

see which way the game shall go. They say

Henry is overly English for their stomachs,

Vol. xxxL-5t

because he hath married an English wife and

she hath coaxed him to give back their old

laws to our Saxons. (Better ride a horse by

the bit he knows, / say.) But that is only a

cloak for their falsehood.' He cracked his

finger on the table where the wine was spilt,

and thus he spoke :â��

" ' William crammed us Norman barons

full of good English acres after Senlac. 1

had my share too,' he said, and clapped

Hugh on the shoulder ; 'but I warned himâ��I

warned him before Odo rebelledâ��that he

should have bidden the barons give up their

lands and lordships in Normandy if they

would be English lords. Now they are all

but princes both in England and Normandy

â��trencher-fed hounds, with a foot in one

trough and both eyes on the other! Robert

Shortboots' (for so we called Robert of

Normandy) 'has sent them word that if they

do not fight for him in England he will sack

and harry out their lands in Normandy.

Therefore Clare has risen, FitzOsborne has

risen, Montgomery has risenâ��whom our First

William made an English earl. Even D'Arcy

is out with his men, whose father I remember

a little hedge-sparrow knight nearby Caen.

If Henry wins, the barons can still flee to

Normandy, where Robert will welcome them.

If Henry loses, Robert, he says, will give

them more lands in England. Oh, a pestâ��

a pest on Normandy, for she will be England's

curse this many a long year !'

" 'Amen,' said Hugh. 'But will this war

come our ways, think you ? '

" ' Not from the north,' said De Aquila.

' But the sea is always open. If the barons

gain the upper hand Robert will send another

army into England for sure, and this time I

think he will land hereâ��where his father,

the Conqueror, landed. Ye have brought

your pigs to a pretty market! Half England

alight, and gold enough on the ground 'â��he

stamped on the bags beneath the tableâ��' to

set every sword in Christendom fighting.'

" ' What is to do ?' said Hugh. ' I have

no keep at Dallington ; and if we buried it,

whom could we trust ? '

" ' Me,' said De Aquila. ' Pevensey walls

are strong. No man but Jehan, who is my

dog, knows what is between them.' He drew
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kept landward for word of Henry's war

against the barons.

"Many brought him newsâ��jongleurs,

harpers, pedlars, sutlers, priests, and the like;

and, though he was secret enough in small

things, yet, if their news misliked him, then,

regarding neither time nor place nor people,

would he curse our King Henry for a fool or

a babe. I have hearci him say aloud by the

fishing-boats : ' If I were King of England I

would do thus and thus ' ; and when I rode

out to see that the warning beacons were

laid and dry, he has often called to me from

the shot-window: ' Look to it, Richard,

do not copy our blind King, but see with

thine own eyes and feel with thine own

hands.' I do not think he knew any sort of

fear. And so we lived at Pevensey, in the

little chamber above the hall. One foul

night came word that a messenger of the

King waited below. We were chilled after a

long riding in the fog towards Bexlei; which

is an easy place for ships to land. De Aquila

sent word the man might either eat with us

or wait till we had fed. Anon Jehan, at the

stair-head, cried that he had called for horse,

and was gone. ' Pest on him !' said De

Aquila. ' I have more to do than to shiver

in the great hall for every gadling the King

sends. Left he no word ? '

" ' None,' said Jehan, ' except'â��he had

been with De Aquila at Senlacâ��' except he

said that if an old dog could not learn new

tricks it was time to sweep out the kennel.'

" ' Oho !' said De Aquila, rubbing his nose,

' to whom did he say that ? '

" ' To his beard, chiefly, but some to his

horse's flank as he was girthing up. I fol

lowed him out,' said Jehan the Crab.

" ' What was his shield-mark ?'

" ' Gold horseshoes on black,' said the

Crab.

" ' That is one of Fulke's men,' said De

Aquila."

Puck broke in very gently, " Gold horse

shoes on black is not the Fulkes' shield.

The Fulkes' arms are "

The knight waved one hand statelily.

" Thou knowest that evil man's true

name," he replied, " but I have chosen to

call him Fulke because I promised him I

would not tell the story of his wickedness

so that any man might know it I have

changed all the names in my tale. His

children's children may be still alive."

" Trueâ��true," said Puck, smiling softly.

"It is knightly to keep faithâ��even after a

thousand years."

Sir Richard bowed a little and went on :â��

"' Gold horseshoes on black,' said De

Aquila. ' I had heard Fulke had joined the

barons, but if this is true our King must be

of the upper hand. No matter, all Fulkes

are faithless. Still, I would not have sent

the man away empty.'

'"He fed,' said Jehan. 'Gilbert the

clerk fetched him meat and wine from the

kitchens. He ate by Gilbert's table.'

"This Gilbert was a clerk from Battle

Abbey, who kept the accounts of Pevensey.

He was tall and pale-coloured, and carried

those new-fashioned beads for counting of

prayers. They were large brown nuts or

seeds, and hanging from his girdle with his

penner and inkhorn they clashed when he

walked. His place was in the great fire

place. There was his table of accounts, and

there he lay o' nights. He feared the

hounds in hall that came nosing after bones

or to sleep on the warm ashes, and would

slash at them with his beadsâ��like a woman.

When De Aquila sat in hall to do justice,

take fines, or grant lands, Gilbert would so

write it in the manor-roll. But 't was none

of his work to feed our guests, or to let them

depart without his lord's knowledge.

"Said De Aquila, after Jehan was gone

dawn the stair : ' Hugh, hast thou ever told

my Gilbert thou canst read Latin hand of

write ?'

" ' No,' said Hugh. ' He is no friend to

me, or to Odo my hound either.' ' No matter,'

said De Aquila. ' Let him never know thou

canst tell one letter from its fellow, and'â��

here he jerked us in the ribs with his scabbard

â��'watch him both of ye. There be devils

in Africa, as I have heard, but by the Saints

there are greater devils in Pevensey !' And

that was all he would say.

" It chanced, some small while afterwards,

a Norman man at arms would wed a Saxon

wench of the manor, and Gilbert (we had

watched him well since De Aquila spoke)

doubted whether her folk were free or slave.

Since De Aquila would give them half a hide

of land, if she were free, the matter came up

at the justice in great hall before De Aquila.

First the wench's father spoke; then her

mother ; then all together, till the hall rang

and the hounds bayed. De Aquila held up

his hands. ' Write her free,' he said to

Gilbert by the fireplace. ' A God's Name

write her free, before she deafens me ! Yes,

yes,' he said to the wench that was on her

knees at him ; ' thou art Cerdic's sister, and

own cousin to the Lady of Mercia, if thou

wilt be silent. In fifty years there will be

neither Norman nor Saxon, but all English,'
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" ' I do not think for myself,' said De

Aquila, ' nor for our King, nor for your

lands. I think for England, for whom

neither King nor Baron think. I am not

Norman, Sir Richard, nor Saxon, Sir Hugh.

English am I.'

" ' Saxon, Norman, or English,' said Hugh,

' our lives are thine, however the game goes.

When do we hang Gilbert ? '

" ' Never,' said De Aquila. ' Who knows

he may yet be Sacristan of Battle, for, to do

him justice, he is a good writer. Dead men

make dumb witnesses. Wait.'

"' But the King may give Pevensey to

Fulke. And our manors go with it,' said I.

' Shall we tell our sons ? '

" No. The King will not wake up a

hornet's nest in the south till he has smoked

out the bees in the north. He may hold me

traitor; but at least he sees I am not fighting

against him, and every day that I lie still is

so much gain to him while he fights the

barons. If he were wise he would wait till

that war were over before he made new

enemies. But I think Fulke will play upon

him to send for me, and if I do not obey the

summons that will, to Henry's mind, be

proof of my treason. But mere talk, such

as Gilbert sends, is no proof nowadays. We

barons follow the Church, and, like Anselm,

we speak what we please. Let us go about

our day's dealings, and say naught to

Gilbert.'

" ' Then we do nothing ?' said Hugh.

" ' We wait,' said De Aquila. ' 1 am old,

but still I find that the most grievous work I

know.'

" And so we found it, but in the end

De Aquila was right.

" A little later in the year, armed men

rode over the hill, the Golden Horseshoes

flying behind the King's banner. Said

DC Aquila, at the window of our chamber :

' How did I tell you ? Here comes Fulke

himself to spy out his new lands which our

King hath promised him if he can bring

proof of my treason.'

" ' How dost thou know? ' said Hugh.

" ' Because that is what I would do if I

were Fulke, but / should have brought more

men. My roan horse to your old shoes,'

said he, ' Fulke brings me the King's Sum

mons to leave Pevensey and join the war.'

He sucked in his cheeks and drummed on

the edge of the shaft, where the water

sounded all hollow.

"' Shall we go ?' said I.

" ' Go ! At this time of year ? Stark mad

ness,' said he. ' Take me from Pevensey to

fisk and flyte through fern and forest, and in

three days Robert's keels would be lying on

Pevensey mud with ten thousand men. Who

would stop themâ��Fulke ? '

" The horns blew without, and anon Fulke

cried the King's Summons at the great door

that De Aquila with all men and horse

should join the King's camp at Salisbury.

" ' How did I tell you?' said De Aquila.

' There are twenty barons 'twixt here and

Salisbury could give King Henry good land

service, but he has been worked upon by

F'ulke to send south and call meâ��me !â��off

the gate of England, when his enemies stand

about to batter it in. See that Fulke's men

lie in the big south barn,' said he. ' Give

them drink, and when Fulke has eaten we

will drink in my chamber. The great hall

is too cold for old bones.'

" As soon as he was off horse F'ulke went

to the chapel with Gilbert to give thanks for

his safe coming, and when he had eatenâ��he

was a fat man, and rolled his eyes greedily

at our good roast Sussex wheatearsâ��we led

him to the little upper chamber, where

Gilbert had already gone with the manor-

roll. I remember when F'ulke heard the

tide blow and whistle in the shaft he leaped

back, and his long down-turned stirrup-shoes

caught in the rushes and he stumbled, so

that Jehan behind him found it easy to knock

his head against the wall."

" Did you know it was going to happen ? "

said Dan.

"Assuredly," said Sir Richard, with a

sweet smile. " I put my foot on his sword

and plucked away his dagger, but he knew

not whether it was day or night for a while.

He lay rolling his eyes and bubbling with his

mouth, and Jehan roped him like a calf.

He was cased all in that new-fangled armour

which we call lizard-mail. Not rings like my

hauberk here "â��Sir Richard tapped his chest

â��" but little pieces of dagger-proof steel

overlapping on stout leather. We stripped

it off (no need to spoil good harness by

wetting it), and in the neck-piece De Aquila

found the same folden piece of parchment

we had put back under the hearthstone.

" At this Gilbert would have run out. I

laid my hand on his shoulder. It sufficed.

He fell to trembling and praying on his

beads.

" ' Gilbert,' said De Aquila, ' here be more

notable sayings and doings of our Lord of

Pevensey for thee to write down. Take

penner and inkhorn. Gilbert. We cannot all

be Sacristans of Battle.'

" Said F'ulke from the floor, ' Ye have
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better or any worse than any other black

Angevin thief, it is for thy King to find out.

Therefore, go back to thy King, Fulke.'

" ' And thou wilt say nothing of what has

passed ?' said Fulke.

"' Why should I ? Thy son will stay

with me. If the King calls me again to

leave Pevensey, which I must guard against

England's enemies; if the King sends his

men against me for a traitor; or if I hear

that the King in his bed thinks any evil

of me or my two knights, thy son will be

hanged from out this window, Fulke.'"

" But it hadn't anything to do with his

son," cried Una, startled.

"How could we have hanged Fulke?"

said Sir Richard. "We needed him to

make our peace with the King. He would

have betrayed half England for the boy's

sake. Of that we were sure."

" I don't understand," said Una. " But I

think it was simply awful."

" So did not Fulke. He was well pleased."

" What ? Because his son was going to

be killed?"

" Nay. Because De Aquila had shown

him how he might save the boy's life and his

own lands and honours. ' I will do it,' he

said. ' I swear I will do it. I will tell the

King thou art no traitor, but the most excel

lent, valiant, and perfect of us all. Yes, I

will save thee.'

" De Aquila looked still into the bottom

of the cup, rolling the wine dregs to and fro.

" ' Ay,' he said. ' If I had a son, I would,

I think, save him. But do not by any means

tell me how thou wilt go about it.'

" ' Nay, nay,' said Fulke, nodding his bald

head wisely. ' That is my secret. But rest

at ease, De Aquila, no hair of thy head nor

rood of thy land shall be forfeited,' and he

smiled like one planning great good deeds.

" ' And henceforward,' said De Aquila, ' I

counsel thee to serve one masterâ��not two.'

" ' What ?' said Fulke. ' Can I work no

more honest trading between the two sides

these troublous times ? '

" ' Serve Robert or the Kingâ��England or

Normandy,' said De Aquila. ' I care not

which it is, but make thy choice here and

now.'

'"The King, then,' said Fulke, 'for I

see he is better served than Shortboots.

Shall I swear it ? '

"' No need,' said De Aquila, and he laid

his hand on the parchments which Gilbert

had written. ' It shall be some part of my

Gilbert's penance to copy out the savoury

tale of thy life, till we have made ten, twenty,

an hundred, maybe, copies. How many

cattle, think you, would the Bishop of Tours

give for that tale ? Or thy brother ? Or the

Monks of Blois ? Minstrels will turn it into

songs which thy own Saxon serfs shall sing

behind their plough-stilts, and â�¢ men-at-arms

riding through thy Norman towns. From

here to Rome, Fulke, men will make very

merry over that tale, and how Fulke told it,

hanging in a well, like a drowned puppy.'

" Fulke hid his face and groaned.

" ' Bones of the Saints !' said De Aquila,

laughing. ' The pen cuts deep. I could

never have fetched that grunt out of thee

with any sword. Yes, open shame and

laughter and scorn in every tongue in

Christendie, Fulke, shall be thy punishment,

if ever I find thee double dealing with thy

King any more. Meantime, the parchments

stay here with thy son. Him I will return

to thee when thou hast made my peace with

the King. The parchments never.'

" ' But so long as I do not anger thee, my

tale will be secret ?' said Fulke.

" 'Just so long. Does that comfort thee,

Fulke ? ' said De Aquila.

" ' What other comfort have ye left me ? '

he said, and of a sudden he wept hopelessly

like a child, dropping his face on his knees."

" Poor Fulke," said Una.

" I pitied him also," said Sir Richard.

"' After the spur, corn,' said De Aquila,

and he threw Fulke three wedges of gold that

he had taken from the little chest by the

bedplace.

" If I had known this,' said Fulke, catching

his breath, ' I would never have lifted hand

against Pevensey. Only lack of this yellow

stuff has made me so unlucky in my dealings.'

" It was dawn then, and they stirred in the

great hall below. We sent down Fulke's

mail to be scoured, and when he rode away

at noon under his own and the King's

banner very splendid and stately did he

show. He smoothed his long beard, and

called his son to his stirrup and kissed him.

De Aquila rode with him as far as the New

Mile landward. We thought the night had

been all a dream."

" But did he make it right with the

King ?" Dan asked. " About your not

being traitors, I mean?"

Sir Richard smiled. " The King sent no

second summons to Pevensey, nor did he

ask why De Aquila had not obeyed the first.

Yes, that was Fulke's work. I know not how

he did it, but it was well and swiftly done."

" Then you didn't do anything to his

son ? " said Una.





















The Last Love - Feast.

BY BASIL KINO.

E had spoken of it for a few

days previously as " the last

love-feast," for it was to be the

end of our long series of daily

reunions around the table of

Desire Beaurain, in the Rue

Notre Dame des Victoires. Our work was

^one. Louis Philippe had fallen. He and

his crew had stolen away, like Sennacherib in

the night, leaving France as spoil in our hands.

We, who only ten days before had been but a

hand of conspirators, were now not merely

ruling France, but treating on equal terms

with the Queen of England and the C/.ar.

Though our heads were not turned, we were

new to the art of ruling ; and it is not strange

that Louis Bonaparte should have come and

snatched the badge of liberty from our grasp.

But up to the present all was well. Marc

Cassaudiere, the ribbon designer, was Prefect

of .Police; Albert, the mechanician, was

installed in splendour in the Luxembourg ;

Lamartine, Ledru-Rollin, and Louis Blanc

were in the Ministry ; the rest of us had posts

according to our merits, or were to have them

within the next few days.

For Leonce Raymond and myself nothing

as yet had been found. It was agreed among

the younger men that Raymond should have

one of the most splendid positions the

Government had to give. With his dis

tinguished presence, his tact, his charm, he

would grace one of the great embassiesâ��say,

London or St. Petersburg. That I, his friend,

should go with him as attach^ or secretary

was the limit of my hopes. I had known

him ever since his first arrival in Paris from

somewhere in the south. He was a writer

of the clever political songs and satires for

which in the forties there was a marked

popular taste. In the first years of our

acquaintance he had been poor. Then he

inherited money and lived with some little

display. It was understood that he had

married a widow with children, but, as our

political friendships rarely passed into the

domain of domestic affairs, I had never met

his wife.

For the last ten years Raymond had been

not only the poet of our party, but its soul.

Without the ability of a Lamartine or a

Louis Blanc, he had that sympathy which is

as the very oil of human intercourse. It was

he who had held together those who, through

divergent interests, would have fallen apart.

It was he who gained us new recruits and

converted them to our aims. It was he who

brought in handsome Victor Pilhes, who died

as Governor of the Elyse'e. It was he who

won over big-hearted Ferdinand Flocon,

afterwards Minister of Commerce. It was

he- who introduced to our midst Charles

Lagrange, the Don Quixote of our group.

Duthiel the Egyptologist, Augier the biblio

phile, Auguste Luchet, Pierre foigneaux,

Charles Mala, twenty or thirty others whose

names meant something in their day but are

now forgottenâ��they were all Leonce Ray

mond's converts. Republicans by their own

convictions, Raymond made them work and

march together. His songs inspired them,

his wit amused them, while the something

winning in his nature and noble in his bear

ing put mere pettiness to shame. We were

often lacking in sympathy with each other,

but in Raymond all our hearts seemed to

find a common neutral ground.

So when, three or four years before, he had

organized the daily dining-club at D<5sir<5

Beaurain's, he drew us more closely about

him. A more genial element entered into our

political ardour under the influence of the pipe

and the mug of beer together. Most of us

were young, and few of us had homes. We

were journalists, painters, actors, authors, or

business men in subordinate situations. We

were all poor, and Beaurain's offered us a

refuge from the somewhat .sordid shifts to

which we were put to live. With Raymond

at the head of our table we maintained a

kind of dignity which in no wise dampened

the flow of anecdote, the sparkle of repartee,

the outburst of political tirade, or the general

atmosphere of jollity. The fact that at any

_ minute we might be betrayed by some of

Louis Philippe's herd of spies into the hands

of the police only added zest to our enjoy

ment. Most of us had been in prison for

our views already, and were not afraid to go

there again. In those'last years before the

monarchy fell we developed thus a spirit of

friendship which had not hitherto been an

element in our campaign ; and, though no

man entered into his neighbour's private

life, we were conscious of tightened ties

between us.

But now that France had fallen into our

hands, and we were all in high positions, or

on the way to them, the daily love feast had

no further reason for existing. With a cer

tain sadness we resolved to eat our last, just

ten days after Louis Philippe had fled. We
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mad !" was the cry on all sides. Mala and

Joigneaux pinioned him by the arms, while

Duthiel felt his pockets in search of hidden

weapons. Cartier wrenched himself from

their grasp and backed against the wall.

" I'm not mad !" he shouted, above the

din. " Stand away from me. Sit down.

Let me explain."

" Stand back, friends," Cassaudiere ordered.

" Let us hear him. There is something

behind all this. Every man to his place and

sit down."

There was a new movement, with a pushing

of chairs and a rattling of plates and glasses.

Those whose backs were turned to Cartier

wheeled their seats round so as to face him.

He had seized his portfolio again and stood

erect. As if by some magic change his lost

youth flashed back into his features, and the

man we used to know reappeared beneath

the havoc of the prison years.

"I'm not mad," he repeated. "I'm not

mad. But what I have to tell you might well

make senses reel, if we had not all fathomed

the depths of human turpitude."

We listened breathlessly. His voice, low at

first, regained its old volume as he went on.

" Come back with me," he continued, " to

six years agoâ��when we met in the little Cafe

de Sainte Agnes. \Ve were fewer and younger

and poorer than you whom I see before me

now. I miss some of the old faces. I miss

Rigaud and Autard and Magnier and

Latouche. Some are dead, some are in

exile, some are renegades, and some, like

myself, have been broken in the galleys.

Most of you to whom I speak are strangers

to me ; but you were there, Uuthiel, and you,

Mala, and you, Luchet, and you, Lagrange.

And you, too, were there, Raymond," he

added, with a sudden turn towards the head

of the table.

Raymond was bent forward, his lips parted,

his eyes staring, but when attention was

directed towards him he made a supreme

effort after self-control.

" We were young and enthusiastic," Car-

tier went on, " but we were not without the

prophetic instinct. We saw the moment

coming when France could be free. We saw

the stupid Orleans trembling, and we knew

that with an effort on our part he would fall.

It was necessary that someone should brave

everythingâ��prison, death, or whatever else

might be the issueâ��in order to make the

attempt. I was the one chosen to do it. I

was free. I had made myself free on pur

pose. I had had ties, sacred tiesâ��but I

broke them. J had cut myself off from

everything, in order to consecrate myself to

France and the Cause. You remember the

nights of counsel spent in the Cafe1 de Sainte

Agnes. You remember the care with which

we laid our plans and the secrecy with which

we met. For once we believed ourselves

safe from betrayal; and yet night by night

the reports of all we did or said or intended

went in to the Prefect of Police."

There was a quick start among the hearers,

with a succession of half muttered oaths.

" When I was arrested," Cartier continued,

" that much was plain to me. I knew we

had been sold by some one among ourselves.

But by whom ? There is the question that

has tortured me for the past live years. Who

among those who seemed so trusty could

have been an Iscariot ? It was as easy to

suspect one as another. I thought of you,

Cassaudiere, and I acquitted you. I thought

of you, Duthiel, and I acquitted you. I

thought of you, Mala, and I acquitted you.

I thought of you, Raymond," he added, with

another abrupt turn towards the head of

the table, " and I acquitted you. I thought

of you the last and I acquitted you the

first. ' Whoever it was,' I said, ' it is not

he.' But I took an oath with myself that if

ever I came up alive from the hell into

which they had sent me down I should

know who the traitor was. And I do know.

The secret has been well kept, but the God

of Justice has torn its flimsy veil apart and

flung it at my feet. Cassaudiere sent me

yesterday to work in the archives of the

Prefecture of Police, and 1 have found this."

He held up the black portfolio, bulging

with papers.

" All our names are in it," he hurried on.

" Yours is there, Proudhon, and yours, Louis

Blanc, and yours, Cassaudiere, and yours,

Lamartine, and yours, Ledru-Rollin, and

yours, Pilhes. The powers against which

you fought could have sent you all to the

galleys when they pleased. Your name, too,

is there, Raymond; only you were safe.

You were safe because you had bought your

immunityâ��for thirty pieces of silver."

" It's a lie ! " Raymond shouted, with a

spring from his seat like that of an animal

writhing from a shot. Then he fell back

panting, the blood rushing into his face,

which up to this instant had been pale.

" A lie, is it ?" Cartier echoed, with a

laugh. " Then look at these."

With one gesture of his hand, like that of

a sower casting grain, he scattered the con

tents of the portfolio up and down the long

table among the plates and candlesticks,
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" Yes."

" For six years and more ? Ever since the

days of the Cafe de Sainte Agnes ? "

" Yes."

" And afterwards you brought us together

in the daily love-feast, to watch over us more

closely ? "

" Yes."

" Why ? "

The question fell on the stillness with a

certain solemnity. Raymond lifted his head

still more, and looked at Cassaudicrc with

the awful frankness of a soul that has no

more secrets to hide.

" Because I was poor," he stammered.

" But we were all poor."

" I was starving."

" But we would have fed you "

" And I loved a woman who was starving,

tooâ��a .woman who had been betrayed and

abandoned by some enthusiast in this same

cause. He was the father of her children.

I've never known his name. She would

never tell me. For aught I know, he may

have been one of you."

The haggard eyes shot out one last

desperate glance of mingled defiance and

appeal. Cries and oaths broke out around

the table, and three or four men sprang up

together. Cassaudiere stilled the tumult with

a calm word or two and turned again towards

Raymond.

" We're not here to judge you," he said,

in the same quiet voice. " I suppose we

have no right to judge you â��certainly none

such as the law allows. But there's a justice

above that of law. There's a sentence more

binding than any that was ever delivered by

a tribunal of men. And," he continued,

significantly, " I think it has been passed

already. Hasn't it ? "

The last two words came out with a nervous

jerk. Raymond looked up again, more firmly

than before.

" Yes," he answered, simply.

" Then, here ! " said Cassaudiere, drawing

a pistol from his pocket. " Here ! Go into

the next room. You know what you have

to do."

Raymond took the pistol mechanically,

pushed back his chair, and rose. For an

instant his eyes wandered slowly round the

table.

" I want to say," he began, in a dead voice,

" that I'm sorry. It isn't much to say, but

it's all that's left to meâ��before I go. I did

believe in the Cause. I did give myself to

it in sincerity. I sacrificed everything to it

at first, and I was in prison for a year. After

Vol. xxxl-54

that my friends forsook me, and I could find

no work to do. You thought me successful

because the journals published my political

jibes and my songs were sung all over

France. But my wife and I were starving.

I bore it, hoping for the great dream to come

true, but it was so slow of realization that my

courage failed. Then I sold myselfâ��myself

first and you afterwards."

" That was the inheritance you came into,"

someone cried.

" Yes; but it's spent now. I'm only

another disappointed Judas, who hasn't had

the patience to wait till the Kingdom of

Heaven came in its own way. Now that

it's here, I've forfeited my place in it and so

I have to go. But if it be possible I should

be glad to have my wife and children

kept from knowing just how and whyâ��I

went."

Before anyone could speak there was a

sound of voices and hurrying footsteps in

the hall outside.

" Quick ! " Cassaudiere cried. " Quick !

Do it. Someone's coming." '

But on the instant the door was flung open

and, in spite of the waiter's efforts to keep

them out, a woman and two children threw

themselves into the room. The children

were crying. The boy was about seven and

the girl slightly older. The woman was tall

and dark, with traces of great beauty. Her

wild eyes, her dishevelled hair, and her

torn clothing gave her an air of tragic

desperation.

" Where is he? " she demanded, haughtily.

" Where is my husband ? What have you

done to him ? "

"Is that he?" Cassaudiere asked, point

ing to Raymond.

" Papa ! Papa ! " burst from the children,

who ran to him, clinging to his waist and

arms.

"Take care," he muttered, impatiently.

" The pistol is loaded. Madelon, take them

away."

" Oh, Le'once," she cried, springing to his

side, " what are you doing ? What does it

mean? Are you going to kill yourself?

Have you condemned him to that?" she

added, turning fiercely towards Cassaudiere,

but including us all in her glance.

"We have not condemned him, madame,"

Cassaudiere began to explain. "He has

condemned himself."

" But he has no right to condemn me,"

she exclaimed, wrenching the pistol from

Raymond's grasp and handing it back to

Cassaudiere. " He has no right to condemn
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But Leonce Raymond found me and took me

in. He took me in honour and made me his

wife. He took my disowned and nameless

children and made them his. He had nothing

but a crust, but he denied himself of it that

I and my babies might eat it. He had

nothing but a pallet of straw, but he lay on

the floor that we might be warm. When he

could not support himself, he took another

man's load upon his shoulders and tried to

carry it. It was foolish and quixotic, if you

like, but he did it, and he did it bravely. It

was not until he staggered and fell and lay

nearly dying â�� it was not until he saw us

nearly dying beside him, that his courage

failed. He had looked forward, we had both

looked forward, to the day when human

society could be so organized that it would

suffer us to live. We were working for that

and dreaming of it and toiling towards it as a

goalâ��and the farther we dragged ourselves

along the more the vision receded. It was

like a light that leads you on, and then

dwindles and goes out and leaves you in the

dark. The day rame when, instead of high

dreams for the future of the human race, we

had no dreams of any kind. There was

nothing left to us but the bitter reality of star

vation. Half the theatres in Paris were

singing my husband's songs while we were

going cold and hungry. You yourselves

were making use of all he had to give, and

offering him nothing but Utopian promises

in return. Is it any wonder that we sold

you ? What were you to us ? Nothingâ��

nothing ; and we were heaven and earth to

each other."

" You say ' we,' " Cassaudiere broke in,

coldly. " Had you, too, a part in this

betrayal ? "

" Not at first," she answered, simply. " I

believed the story of the inheritance. When

the money came I was too grateful for it to

ask many questions. It was only little by

little, as the years passed, that the truth

came to me."

" You knew, Madelon ? " Raymond cried,

in a tone of blank astonishment.

" Certainly I knew, Le"once," she returned,

proudly. " Do you think any woman could

live with a man as I've lived with you and

not fathom his secrets ? But I was your

wife. I was part and parcel of your lot.

When you became a spy I, too, became a

spy. You had done so much for my children

and me that I was glad to share even your

dishonour. And I'm still glad. Whatever

they do to you, whatever they make you do,

no one shall ever take away from me the joy

and the pride I have in declaring myself

Leonce Raymond's wife. I've known what

it is already. Look at my clothing. It was

torn by the mob in the streets as I hurried

here. They struck me and they struck the

childrenâ��Jules Carder's children ; but the

more furious tney grew the more loudly we

proclaimed that we belonged to you. None

of your wives," she continued, turning, with

another of her passionate gestures, towards

the men seated about the table, " none of

your wives stands more proudly by her

husband's side, in this your hour of success,

than I stand here beside mine, in this the

moment of his downfall."

She threw her arm across his shoulders

like a protecting goddess. Her torn draperies

covered him, and he seemed to cower under

them.

"Why do you look at me like that?" she

went on, vehemently. " Does it surprise you ?

It wouldn't if you knew what your own

wives would do for you. I know you're good

men, as men go. But you're all probably

hiding something for which you could be

pilloried, as my husband is being pilloried

now. It may not be so base, but it's base

enough to make you eager to conceal it.

Whoever you areâ��Cassaudiere, Larhartine,

Proudhon, Louis Blancâ��whoever you are,

excellent men and rulers of France as you've

become, you're keeping your secrets and

keeping them close, but you're not keeping

them from the women who love you and who

lie by your sides. They see through youâ��

through and through. And if your turn

should come, as his has come, they'd be with

you as I'm with him. I knew you wouldn't

spare him ; I don't ask that he should be

spared. For what we've doneâ��he and I

â��we merit the reprobation of mankind.

We're spies, and we must end like spies. I

only beg you to remember, as he goes in

there to carry out your sentence, that, just

as heroes like Jules Cartier over there are

not noble to the core, even so traitors like

Leonce Raymond here may have had in

them something with which justice must

deal tenderly. Now, if you will, give him

back the pistol, and my children and I will

bid him good-bye."

When she ceased there was a confusion of

voices, the older men advocating mercy,

the younger demanding the traitor's death.

Again Cassaudiere hushed the din by rising,

keeping the pistol in his own hand.

" Comrades," he said, " I hoped to have

saved you from the necessity of passing any

thing like a sentence. The man who has
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LORD 8EACONSFIELD ADDRESSES BARON TAOCHXITZ AS ''AN nun FRIEND."

be there to abuse and to caricature ? . . .

I hope you are well. I am very busy and

rarely write letters, but I would not use the

hand of another to an old friend."

There are only two letters from Mr. Glad

stone, but both are full of kindliness. " I

am much gratified by your letter," he writes,*

''and by the opinion implied in it, and com

ing from you with such high authority, that

my three collected tracts are likely, in a

popular form and in the original tongue, to

command some sale in the Continental

market.

" I hope the sale of the former volume

MR. GLADSTONE EXPRESSES HIS GOOD WISHES.

has been satisfactory : all must wish well to

your important enterprise."

Dickens, with whom Baron Tauchnitx

corresponded for twenty-seven years, writes

in 1856 from Paris :â��

* A frafas of the chree tracts, " The Vatican Decrees,"

*' Vaticanisms." and *' SfK-eches of the Pope."

VoL xxxi.-55.

" Leipzig is at present among my castles

in the air, Â«Â« chateaux en Esfagne, but per

haps Germany and I may make a personal ac

quaintance yet." From Gad's Hill, in 1860,

he writes the letter reproduced in facsimile.

f s

DICKENS LEAVES THE QUESTION OF TERMS TO BAKON

TAUCHNITZ.

" I cannot consent to name the sum you

shall pay for ' Great Expectations.' I have

too great a regard for you and too high a

sense of your honourable dealing to wish to

depart from the custom we have always

observed. Whatever price you put upon it

will satisfy me. You have always proposed

the terms yourself on former occasions, and

I entreat you to do so now."
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CHARLES KINGSLEY IS GLAD TO APPEAR IN THE SERIES.

Kingsley was very anxious for " Hypatia "

to appear in Germany, as many of his

German friends had predicted a greater

success for it there than it had at home. In

1857 it was published there, and Baron

Tauchnitz received from him a letter from

which a passage is reproduced : " From

what my friend Chevalier Bunsen has been

kind enough to say to me, I have long

believed that ' Hypatia' would attract far

more notice in Germany than it has in

England, and would become popular there."

From Bideford he writes of " Westward

Ho ! " : "I am much obliged for the review

of ' Hypatia.' I am just

bringing out a new novel

â�� ' Westward Ho !' a

story of Queen Eliza

beth's times, bringing in

all the remarkable cha

racters of the day, and

should be glad to know

if you would like to en

gage to publish an

author's edition, and

what you would allow

me for it."

Macaulay writes always

with great friendliness.

" There will never be

any misunderstanding

between you and me."

In 1859 he says, little

foreseeing the future

energy of the Times and

the enterprise of the

American advertising

agent: " I wrote a few

months ago an article on

William Pitt, the younger,

for the ' Encyclopedia

^A--i^l

Britannica.' The circulation of the article here

has necessarily been small, as few people care

to encumber themselves with a bulky and

costly volume for the sake of a few pages."

The passage given in facsimile refers to

his " History of England," which Longmans

published : " I have already received twenty

thousand pounds from Messrs. Longmans.

I am ashamed to think how many better

writers have toiled all their lives without

making a fifth part of that sum."

Payment by results is one of the keynotes

of the firm. " Trilby" was an immense success,

CAKLYLES "SINCERE THANKS.'

/ /

LORD MACAULAY IS ASHAMED TO THINK OF HIS

OWN ENORMOUS PROFITS.

and in 1895 Du Maurier

writes on receiving the

offer of a further cheque:

" I am much obliged to

you for your kind letter

and for your generous

offer, which I am glad to

accept. I am delighted

that 'Trilby' should have

proved so successful in

your edition."

One does not associ

ate Carlyle with gracious

blandishments, but evi

dently the courtly Baron

knew how to charm even

the Scottish bear. Car

lyle writes in 1865, from

Cheyne Row, to this ef

fect : "I am not willing

to trespass farther on

such munificence of pro

cedure in this matter. . .

Your reprint, which in

deed is very perfect and

far handier to read, is
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greatly in demand here ; and friends accept

it from me as a distinguished gift not attain

able otherwise."

Communications from George Eliot seem

to be written by G. H. Lewes. In 1874 he

writes: "Both Mrs. Lewes and myself pre

serve such agreeable recollections of you and

of our relations with you that it would be

at all times a pleasure to receive any direct

communication from you, either on the sub

ject of our books or anything else."

Touching on the possibility of Longfellow

finding another publisher on the Continent,

the poet gaily writes : " The contingency is

LrtK*.>
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LONGFELLOW WRITES ABOUT HIS " TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN."

about as remote as that in the case of one of

1 Hckens's characters, who bought at auction

a brass door-plate with the name ' Thomp

son ' on it, thinking it possible that her

daughter might marry a person of that

name." And again : " I hope the ' Tales of

a Wayside Inn' may be as successful in

(iermany as you anticipate, and am sure that

in your ' Collection' it appears under most

favourable auspices."

Charles Reade is delicious!}- vain in a

I>erfeetly frank and open manner. " Surely

the Tauchnitz collec

tion is not complete

without my works ? It

is a noble collection, it

contains many authors

who are superior to

me in merit and re

putation, but it also

contains the entire

works of many writers

who do not come up

to my knee." Still

louder his trumpet

blows in the passage re

produced : " ' Christie

Johnstone' and 'Peg

t

THACKFKAV, I.IKE DICKENS,

TO NAMK HIS

Woftington ' belong to that small class of one-

volume stories of which England produces

not more than six in a century. In the

compass of one volume they contain as

many characters and ideas as the good three-

CHARLES READE HAS A HIGH APPRECIATION OF HIS OWN WORK.

volume novels, and their fate is as distinct

from that of the mere novel as is their repu

tation in England and America."

For fifteen years Baron Tauchnitz corre

sponded with Thackeray, whose letters are

often facetious. In 1856 he says: " Your

letter of 26th March has only just found me

on my return from America, where I made a

prosperous voyage,

though I have not yet

quite reached the sum

of five hundred thou

sand dollars, which the

Allgemeine Zeititng

states to be the present

amount of my savings.

Don't be afraid of your

Englishâ��a letter con

taining --jÂ£, is always

in a pretty style."

/*

LKAVES BARON TAUCKNITZ

OWN TERMS.

The one reproduced

says . "I shall leave

the agreement for the

new book to your dis-
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crellon entirely, premising that my publishers

here pay me twice as much as for 'The New-

comes,' and hoping that the foreign public

may be also more alive to the merits ofâ��

Yours very faithfully, W. M. THACKKRAY."

In 1857 : " I am

in a difficulty regard

ing 'The Virginians,'

and don't quite know

what move to make.

Thus . . . >ion in-

ventits, but holding

my promise may be

in a condition to de

prive Germany of the

benefit of 'The Vir

ginians.' What a queer

state of things! What

a loss for the German

nation ! "

I am, most sincerely, your CHARLES

LEVER."

Harrison Ainsworth and Baron Tauchnitz

were intimate friends for nearly forty years,

/w ^-a^^vfcCZ. <&~L~~3 **-Â£
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Browning was one

of Baron Tauchnitz's

correspondents. I n

one letter he says:

"In any case you may

print as muchâ��or as

littleâ��of my poems as

will answer your pur

pose, though I am naturally desirous to

appear as advantageously as possible before

a German public, should such an honour be

accorded me."

and his famous tale, " The Flitch of Bacon,"

was dedicated to the

Tauchnitzes. He

says : " In dedicating

my little tale to you

and to Mme. Tauch

nitz, I selected for

that dedication the

happiest couple 1

knew. They hap

pened at the same

time to be amongst

my best friends. All

the better, for I could

prove my regard

without the slightest

violation of truth.

I passed a day with

Mr. Dickens at

Boulogne on my way

here, and we spoke

CHARLES LEVER DECLINES TO HAVE HIS PORTRAIT PUB

LISHED, AND SPEAKS OF HIS OWN WORK AS " TRASH."

The correspondence with Charles I-ever

lasted for twenty-seven years. In the last

letter, written only two months before his

death, Lever writes: " As to my portrait, I

believe such things are usually given to

the world far less from any anxiety of

the public to see the author than for the

author's own desire

to be seen. Now I

must confess I have

no longings on this

subject, and believe

that my trash will read

just as well without

the assistance of my

countenance.

" I am charmed to

see myself in my new

costume, and am once

more reminded that

to yourself is all the

honour of that dis

covery by which a novel has been made

easy to the wrist and pleasant for the eye.

You permitting, I hope one of these days

to be able to express to you personally

the sincere respect and esteem with which

much of you and

your great kind

ness."

Baron Tauchnitz seldom wants for de

fenders when unjustly attacked. James Payn

becomes indignant at the thought of anyone

maligning his German publisher. " I will

look at the ," he says, " which, as a rule,

I do not see. If anyone should attack you

again in it, I will give him a bit of my mind,

and inform that periodical what are the

opinions of yours most faithfully and obliged.

I have never heard any English author speak

anything but good of you, and with good

cause."

HARRISON AINSWORTH SPEAKS OF THE DEDICATION OF

UNE OF HIS NOVELS TO BARON TAUCHNITZ.

I might go on for a

hundred pages more,

quoting from the

letters of distinguished

men who were at

the same time warm

friends of the famous

publisher. But the

above will, at any rate,

be enough to prove

that, whatever may be

the political situation

or the state of feel

ing between the Jingo

Presses of England and Germany, there has

never been and never can be anything but

the friendliest entente cordiale between Baron

Tauchnitz and his English authors and

public.
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to her husband, and recounted the wonders of

the reception the village of Pery was pre

paring for David and his bride.

Ambrose looked at her long and earnestly.

" Far be it from me," he said, " to throw

cold water on your feelings, Molly. But the

fact of the matter is, you're being carried off

your feet over that medal. Brown was having

one of his jokes. They are putting up those

gimcracks for the Prince and Princess."

Mrs. Ambrose shook her head. She was

not at all inclined to believe his theory.

"What had those Royalties done," she

asked, hotly, " for the honour and glory of

Pery? If they chose to come on the same

night as David it couldn't be helped, but the

folks knew well enough up the village that all

this stir and bustle was really in honour of

their boy."

Mr. Ambrose ceased to argue. He

wondered if she willingly deceived herself,

or whether the fond heart of a mother was

capable of any amount of credulity.

In a small place like Pery the doings and

sayings of the few inhabitants spread quickly.

Before the day was out Brown's conversation

with Mrs. Ambrose became the story of the

hour. Her simple faith in Pery's welcome to

David and his bride took hold on the people.

Some scoffed, but without bitterness ; others

chuckled good-humouredly. A few ventured

to chaff Ambrose, to his serious displeasure.

" Getting on with our preparations for

your son's home-coming," said one of the

station porters. " The red baixe for the

platform is all ready rolled up in the ticket

office, and an awning ordered in case of wet.

You'll be sending some palms down, maybe,

from the castle, as a bit of a set-off?"

Mr. Ambrose received the chaff in wither

ing silence, and repeated it later to his wife.

" You are making us the laughing-stock of

the village," he informed her.

A delightfully soft expression stole over

the mother's face ; a sense of security in her

own convictions made her bear lightly with

her husband's unbelief.

She laid her hands on his shoulders, and

gazed with infinite kindness into his eyes.

" Laddie," she said, calling him by the old

name of their courting days, when she was a

young girl fresh from Scotland, " you never

would credit our boy with his full worth, and

even now you can't help belittling him, when

all Per)' is rising up to do him honour. We

are getting on in years, but I don't like to

see you grudging the young folks the bit of

fame which has walked their way. It most

seems as if you were jealous of our David."

Her tenderness as she laid her cheek

against her husband's brought back the old

boyish smile which associated him with the

" laddie " of long ago. What did it matter

after all if Pery chuckled over a woman's

fancy? Let Molly keep her fairy-tale in her

heart, and hear the cannons booming for

David and David alone.

So he whispered that perhaps it was just

his jealousy after all, because folks never

lighted coloured lanterns for him, though he

had taken the finest prizes in the country for

cut blooms.

Then the good soul, unused as she was to

flattering her husband, made much of him

with honeyed words and marked attentions,

paid to soothe his wounded spirit and drive

away the green-eyed monster. She did not

so much as name David again, for fear of

wounding his father's delicate susceptibilities,

but instead laid special stress on the wonders

of a new orchidâ��the glory of the Castle

Clare collection.

Imogen could think of nothing but the

Royal visit. The Prince and Princess would

arrive at sunset, and later, from their windows,

when darkness came, they would see at the

foot of the hill the little village of Pery, a

mass of gleaming lights, every house and

window outlined with crimson lamps.

Inside the castle a large house-party made

for gaiety, and Imogen, even at eight years

old, was truly woman enough to wonder

about the beautiful dresses the guests would

display. She loved brightness and colour,

the sound of merry voices, the sight of pretty

faces. It is to be feared she had quite for

gotten the smaller interest of David's home

coming. It was not until Mary the nurse

maid was dressing her in the new white satin

frock that the fact was brought suddenly to

Imogen's mind.

" Some people," said Mary, " want taking

down a peg."

Lady Imogen was regarding the length of

her tiny skirt rather doubtfully in the glass.

" Yes, I do think it's too short," she

replied. " Mother likes to see such a lot of

my leg. But I can't grow smaller, or I

would come down several pegs."

" Why, I wasn't meaning that, my lady,"

cried Mary, hurriedly, with apology in her

voice. " I was alluding to Mrs. Ambrose.

She's talking of her son David as if he were

the Prince himself, and all the excitement in

the village was over him."

"Well, you see, David's a hero," said

Imogen, her eyes glowing. " He didn't think

of his own life ; he risked it for a poor little
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Mr. Jobling denied the charge hotly, and,

by way of emphasizing his denial, raised his

foot and sent the mat flying along the pas

sage. Honour satisfied, he returned to the

door-post and, looking idly out on the street

again, exchanged a few desultory remarks

with Mr. Joe Brown, who, with his hands in

his pockets, was balancing himself with great

skill on the edge of the kerb opposite.

â�¢ His gaze wandered from Mr. Brown to a

young and rather stylishly-dressed woman

who was approachingâ��a tall, good-looking

girl with a slight limp, whose hat encountered

unspoken feminine criticism at every step.

Their eyes met as she came up, and recog

nition flashed suddenly into both faces.

" Fancy seeing you here!" said the girl.

" Well, this is a pleasant surprise.''

She held out her hand, and Mr. Jobling,

with a fierce glance at Mr. Brown, who was

not behaving, shook it respectfully.

"I'm so glad to see you again," said the

girl; " I know I didn't thank you half enough

the other night, but I was too upset."

" Don't mention it," said Mr. Jobling, in a

voice the humility of which was in strong

contrast to the expression with which he was

regarding' the antics of Mr. Brown, as that

gentleman wafted kisses to the four winds of

heaven.

There was a pause, broken by a short, dry

cough from the parlour window. The girl',

who was almost toughing the sill, started

nervously.

" It's only my missis," said Mr. Jobling.

The girl turned and gazed in at the window.

Mr. Jobling, with the stem of his pipe,

performed a brief ceremony of introduction.

" Good evening," said Mrs. Jobling, in a

thin voice. " I don't know who you are, but

I s'pose my 'usband does."

" I met him the other night/' said the girl,

with a bright smile ; " I slipped on a piece

of peel or something and fell, and he was

passing and helped me up."

Mrs. Jobling coughed again. "First I've

heard of it," she remarked

" I forgot to tell you," said Mr. Jobling,

carelessly. " I hope you wasn't hurt much,

miss ? "

" I twisted my ankle a bit, that's all," said

the girl ; "it's painful when I walk."

" Painful now?" inquired Mr. Jobling, in

concern.

The girl nodded. "A little ; not very."

Mr. Jobling hesitated; the contortions of

Mr. Brown's face as he strove to make a

wink carry across the road would have given

pause to a bolder man ; and twice his wife's

husky little cough had sounded from the

window.

" 1 s'pose you wouldn't like to step inside

and rest for five minutes ? " he said, slowly.

" Oh, thank you," said the girl, gratefully ;

" I should like to. Itâ��it really is very

painful."

She limped in behind Mr. Jobling, and after

bowing to Mrs. Jobling sank into the easy-

chair with a sigh of relief and looked keenly

round the room. Mr. Jobling disappeared,

and his wife flushed darkly as he came back

with his coat on and his hair wet from

combing. An awkward silence ensued.

" How strong your husband is !" said the

girl, clasping her hands impulsively.

"Is he?" said Mrs. Jobling.

" He lifted me up as though I had been a

feather," responded the girl. " He put his

arm round my waist and had me on my feet

before I knew where I was."

" Round your waist ?" repeated Mrs.

Jobling.

"Where else should I put it?" broke in

her husband, with sudden violence.

His wife made no reply, but sat gazing in

a hostile fashion at the bold, dark eyes and

stylish hat of the visitor.

" I should like to be strong," said the

latter, smiling agreeably over at Mr. Jobling.

" When I was younger," said the gratified

man, " I can assure you I didn't know my

own strength, as the saying is. I used to

hurt people just in play like, without knowing

it. I used to have a hug like a bear."

" Fancy being hugged like that ! " said the

girl. " How awful ! " she added, hastily, as

she caught the eye of the speechless Mrs.

Jobling.

" Like a bear," repeated Mr. Jobling,

highly pleased at the impression he had

made. " I'm pretty strong now ; there ain't

many as I'm afraid of."

He bent his arm and thoughtfully felt his

biceps, and Mrs. Jobling almost persuaded

herself that she must be dreaming, as she

saw the girl lean forward and pinch Mr.

Jobling's arm. Mr. Jobling was surprised

too, but he had the presence of mind to bend

the other.

" Enormous ! " said the girl, " and as bard

as iron. What a prize-fighter you'd have

made !"

" He don't want to do no prize-fighting,"

said Mrs. Jobling, recovering her speech;

" he's a respectable married man."

Mr. Jobling shook his head over lost

opportunities. " I'm too old," he remarked.

" He's forty-seven," said his wife.
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" We do the work and they take the

money."

" It's always the way," said the girl, indig

nantly ; " they have all the luxuries, and the

men who make the money for them all the

hardships. I seem to know the name

Gingell and Watson. I-wonder where I've

seen it ?"

" In the paper, p'r'aps," said Mr. Jobling.

" Advertising ? " asked the girl.

Mr. Jobling shook his head. " Robbery,"

he replied, seriously. " It was in last week's

paper. Somebody got to the safe and got

away with nine hundred pounds in gold and

bank-notes."

" I remember now," said the girl, nodding.

" Did they catch them ? "

" No, and not likely to," was the reply.

Miss Robinson opened her big eyes and

looked round with an air of pretty defiance.

" I am glad of it," she said.

" Glad ? " said Mrs. Jobling, involuntarily

breaking a self-imposed vow of silence.

" Glad ? "

The girl nodded. " I like pluck," she

said, with a glance in the direction of Mr.

Jobling ; " and, besides, whoever took it had

as much right to it as Gingell and Watson ;

they didn't earn it."

Mrs. Jobling, appalled at such ideas,

glanced at her husband to see how he

received them. " The man's a thief," she

said, with great energy, " and he won't enjoy

his gains."

" I dare sayâ��I dare say he'll enjoy it right

enough," said Mr. Jobling, " if he ain't

caught, that is."

" I believe he is the sort of man I should

like," declared Miss Robinson, obstinately.

" I dare say," said Mrs. Jobling ; " and I've

no doubt he'd like you. Birds of a "

" That'll do," said her husband, peremp

torily ; " that's enough about it. The

guv'nors can afford to lose it; that's one

comfort."

He leaned over as the girl asked for more

sugar and dropped a spoonful in her cup,

expressing surprise that she should like her

tea so sweet. Miss Robinson, denying the

sweetness, proffered her cup in proof, and

Mrs. Jobling sat watching with blazing eyes

the antics of her husband as he sipped at it.

" Sweets to the sweet," he said, gallantly,

as he handed it back.

Miss Robinson pouted, and, raising the

cup to her lips, gazed ardently at him over

the rim. Mr. Jobling, who certainly felt not

more than twenty-two that evening, stole her

cake and received in return a rap from a tea

spoon. Mr. Jobling retaliated, and Mrs.

Jobling, unable to eat, sat looking on in

helpless fury at little arts of fascination which

she had discardedâ��at Mr. Jobling"s earnest

requestâ��soon after their marriage.

By dint of considerable self-control, aided

by an occasional glance from her husband,

she managed to preserve her calm until he

returned from seeing the visitor to her tram.

Then her pent-up feelings found vent. Quietly

scornful at first, she soon waxed hysterical

over his age and figure. Tears followed as

she bade him remember what a good wife she

had been to him, loudly claiming that any

other woman would have poisoned him long

ago. Speedily finding that tears were of no

avail, and that Mr. Jobling seemed to regard

them rather as a tribute to his worth than

otherwise, she gave way to fury, and, in a fine,

but unpunctuated passage, told him her exact

opinion of Miss Robinson.

" It's no good carrying on like that," said

Mr. Jobling, magisterially, "and, what's more,

I won't have it."

" Walking into my house and making eye*

at my 'usband," stormed his wife.

" So long as I don't make eyes at her

there's no harm done," retorted Mr. Jobling

" I can't help her taking a fancy to me, poor

thing."

" I'd pooi thing her," said his wife.

" She's to be pitied," said Mr. Jobling,

sternly. " I know how she feels. She can't

help herself, but she'll get over it in time.

I don't suppose she thinks for a moment we

have noticed herâ��herâ��her liking for me,

and I'm not going to have her feelings hurt."

" What about my feelings ? " demanded

his wife.

" You have got me," Mr. Jobling reminded

her.

The nine points of the law was Mrs.

lobling's only consolation for the next few

days. Neighbouring matrons, exchanging

sympathy for information, wished, strangely

enough, that Mr. Jobling was their husband.

Failing that they offered Mrs. Jobling her

choice of at least a hundred plans for bring

ing him to his senses.

Mr. Jobling, who was a proud man, met

their hostile glances as he passed to and

from his work with scorn, until a day came

when the hostility vanished and gave place

to smiles. Never so many people in the

street, he thought, as he returned from work ;

certainly never so many smiles. People came

hurriedly from their back premises to smile at

him, and, as he reached his door, Mr. Joe

Brown opposite had all the appearance of a
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Devant's eyes were fixed on the audience.

And it happened that his eyes were more

particularly fixed on that empty chair. So

that he saw quite plainly the sudden appear

ance, from nowhere, of the Egyptian priest.

" A jolly good trick," he said to himself,

" and worked under my own eyes in my own

hall. I'll find out how that's done." He

.had never seen a trick that he could not do

himself if he tried.

By this time a good many eyes in the

audience had turned on the clean-shaven,

curiously-dressed figure of the Egyptian

priest.

" Ladies and gentlemen," said Mr. Devant,

rising to the occasion, " this is a trick I have

never before performed. The empty seat,

third from the end, second row, gallery,

you will now find occupied by an ancient

Egyptian, warranted genuine."

He little knew how true his words were.

And now all eyes were turned on the priest

and the children, and the whole audience,

after a moment's breathless surprise, shouted

applause. Only the lady on the other side

of Rekh-mara drew back a little. She knew

no one had passed her, and, as she said later,

over tea and cold tongue, " it was that sudden

it made my flesh creep,"

Rekh-mara seemed very much annoyed at

the notice he was exciting.

" Come out of this crowd," he whispered

to Robert. " I must talk with you apart."

" Oh, no ! " Jane whispered. " I did so

want to see the Mascot Moth and the ven

triloquist."

" How did you get here ? " was Robert's

return whisper.

" How did you get to Egypt and to Tyre ?"

retorted Rekh-mara. "Come, let us leave

this crowd."

"There's no help for it, I suppose,"

Robert shrugged, angrily. But they all got

up.

" Confederates," said a man in the row

behind. " Now they go round to the back

and take part in the next scene."

" I wish we did," said Robert.

" Confederate yourself," said Cyril. And

so they got away, the audience applauding

to the last.

In the vestibule of St. George's Hall they

disguised Rekh-mara as well as they could,

but even with Robert's hat and Cyril's Inver

ness cape he was too striking a figure for

foot-exercise in the London streets. It had

to be a cab, and it took the last money

of all of them. They stopped the cab a few

doors from home, and then the girls went in

and engaged old nurse's attention by an

account of the conjuring, and a fervent

entreaty for dripping toast with their tea,

leaving the front door open, so that while

nurse was talking to them the boys could

creep quietly in with Rekh-mara and smuggle

him, unseen, up the stairs into their bedroom.

When the girls came up they found the

Egyptian priest sitting on the side of Cyril's

bed, his hands on his knees, looking like a

statue of a king.

"Come on," said Cyril, impatiently; "he

won't begin till we're all here; and shut the

door, can't you ? "

When the door was shut the Egyptian

said:â��

" My interests and yours are one."

" Very interesting," said Cyril; " and it'll

be a jolly sight more interesting if you keep

following us about in a decent country with

no more clothes on than that."

" Peace," said the priest. " What is this

countryâ��and what is this time ? "

" The country's England," said Anthea,

" and the time's about six thousand years

later than your time."

" The amulet, then," said the priest, deeply

thoughtful, " gives the power to move to and

fro in time as well as in space?"

" That's about it," said Cyril, gruffly.

" Look here ! It'll be tea time directly ; what

are we to do with you ? "

" You have one half of the amulet, I the

other," said Rekh-mara. " All that is now

needed is the pin to join them."

" Don't you think it," said Robert. " The

half you've got is the same half as the one

we've got."

" But the same thing cannot be in the

same place and the same time, and yet be

not one but twain," said the priest. " See,

here is my half." He laid it on the Marcella

counterpane. " Where is yours ? "

Jane, watching the eyes of the others,

unfastened the string of the amulet and laid

it on the bed, but too far off for the priest to

seize itâ��even if he had been so dishonour

able. Cyril and Robert stood beside him

ready to spring on him if one of his hands

had moved but ever so little towards the

magic treasure that was theirs. But his

hands did not moveâ��only his eyes opened

very wide, and so did everyone else's. For

the amulet the priest had worn quivered and

shook, and then, as steel is drawn to the

magnet, it was drawn across the white

counterpane, nearer and nearer to the

amulet warm from the neck of Jane. And

then, as one drop of water mingles with
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" No, no!" cried the priest, in terror.

" No ! " said Jane, too. " Don't let's have

any calling names ! "

" Besides," said Rekh - mara, who had

turned very white indeed under his natural

brownness, " I was only going to say that

though there isn't any name under "

" There is," said the psammead, threaten

ingly.

" Well, even if there wasn't, I will be

bound by the wordless oath of your strangely

upright land, and having said that I will be

your friendâ��I will be it."

" Then that's all right," said the psammead,

"and there's the tea bell, What are you

going to do with your distinguished partner?

He can't go down to tea like that, you know."

"You see we can't do anything till the

third of December," said Anthea ; " that's

when we are to find the whole charm. What

can we do with Rekh-mara till then ? "

" Box-room," said Cyril, briefly, " and

smuggle up his meals. It will be rather

fun."

" Like a fleeting Cavalier concealed from

exasperated Roundheads," said Robert.

" Yes."

So Rekh mara was taken up to the box-

room and made as comfortable as possible

in a snug nook between an old nursery fender

and the wreck of a big four-poster. They gave

him a big rag-bag to sit on, and an old, moth-

eaten fur coat off the nail on the door to keep

him warm. And when they had had their

own tea they took him some. He did not

like the tea at all, but he liked the bread and

butter and cake that went with it. They

took it in turns to sit with him during the

evening, and left him fairly happy and quite

settled for the night.

But when they went up in the morning

with a kipper, a quarter of which each of

them had gone without at breakfast, Rekh-

mara had vanished ! There was the cosy

comer, with the rag-bag and the moth-eaten

fur coat, but the cosy corner was empty.

" Good riddance ! " was naturally the first

delightful thought in each mind. The second

was less pleasing, because everyone at once

remembered that since his amulet had been

swallowed up by theirsâ��which hung once

more round the neck of Janeâ��he could

have no possible means of returning to his

Egyptian past. Therefore he must be still

in England, and, probably, somewhere quite

near them, plotting mischief. The attic was

searched to prevent mistakes, but quite

vainly.

" The best thing we can do," said Cyril,

is to go and tell the psammead and see what

it says."

" No," said Anthea ; " let's ask the learned

gentleman. If anything has happened to

Rekh-mara, a gentleman's advice would be

more useful than a psammead's. And the

learned gentleman'll only think it's a dream,

like he always does."

They tapped at the door, and on the

"Come in" entered. The learned gentle

man was sitting in front of his untasted

breakfast, Opposite him in the easy-chair

sat Rekh-mara !

" Hush !" said the learned gentleman, very

earnestly; " please hush ! or the dream will

go. I am learningâ��oh, what have I not

learned in the last hour !"

" In the grey dawn," said the priest, " I

left my hiding-place, and finding myself

among these treasures from my own country

I remained. I feel more at home here,

somehow."

" Of course, I know it's a dream," said the

learned gentleman, feverishly. " But, oh,

ye gods, what a dream ! By Jove "

" Call not upon the gods," said the priest,

" lest ye raise greater ones than you can con

trol. Already," he explained to the children,

" he and I are as brothers, and his welfare is

dear to me as my own."

" He has told me," the learned gentleman

began ; but Robert interrupted. (This was

no moment for manners.)

" Have you told him," he asked the priest,

" all about the amulet ? "

" No," said Rekh-mara.

Rekh-mara hesitated, then told; and,

oddly enough, none of the children ever

could remember afterwards what it was that

he did tell. Perhaps he used some magic to

prevent their remembering.

"Then tell him now. He is very learned ;

perhaps he can tell us what to do."

When he had done the learned gentleman

was silent, leaning his elbow on the table and

his head on his hand.

" Dear Jimmy," said Anthea, gently, " don't

worry about jt. We are sure to find it to-day,

somehow."

" Yes," said Rekh-mara, " and perhaps with

it, Death."

" It's to bring us our hearts' desire," said

Robert.

" Who knows," said the priest, " what

things undreamed of and infinitely desirable

lie beyond the dark gates ? "

" Oh, don't.'" said Jane, almost whimpering.

The learned gentleman raised his head

suddenly.
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nurse's voice, very much higher and squeakier

and more excited than usual.

" Oh, bother ! " said everyone, Cyril adding,

" You just go on with the dream for a sec,

Mr. Jimmy. We'll be back directly. Nurse'll

come up if we don't. She wouldn't think

Rekh-mara was a dream."

Then they went down. Nurse was in the

hall, an orange envelope in one hand and a

pink paper in the other.

" Your pa and ma's come home. ' Reach

London eleven-fifteen. Prepare rooms,' and

signed in their two names."

" Oh, hooray, hooray, hooray ! " shouted

the boys and Jane. But Anthea could not

shout. She was nearer crying.

" Oh!" she said, almost in a whisper.

" Then it was true. And we have got our

hearts' desire."

" Mercy me ! " said old nurse. " I shall

have a nice to-do getting things straight for

your pa and ma."

"Oh, never mind, nurse," said Jane, hugging

her ; " isn't it just too lovely for anything ? "

"We'll come and help you," said Cyril;

" there's just something upstairs we've got to

settle up, and then we'll all come and help

you."

"Get along with you," said old nurse, but

she laughed jollily. " Nice help you'll be.

I know you. And it's ten o'clock now."

There was, in fact, something upstairs that

they had to settle â�� quite a considerable

something, too. And it took much longer

than they expected.

A hasty rush into the boys' room secured

the psammead, very sandy and very cross.

"It doesn't matter how cross and sandy it

is, though," said Anthea; " it ought to be

there at the final council."

" It'll give the learned gentleman fits, I

expect," said Robert, " when he sees it."

But it didn't.

'' The dream is growing more and more

wonderful," he exclaimed, when the psam

mead had been explained to him.

"Now," said Robert, "Jane has got the

half amulet and I've got the whole. Show

up, Jane.1'

Jane untied the string and laid her half

amulet on the table, littered with dusty

papers, and the clay cylinders, marked all

over with little marks like the little prints of

birds' little feet.

Robert laid down the whole amulet, and

Anthea gently restrained the eager hand of

the learned gentleman as it reached out

yearningly towards the " perfect specimen."

And then, just as before on the Marcella

quilt, so now on the dusty litter of papers

and curiosities, the half amulet quivered and

shook, and then, as steel is drawn to a

magnet, it was drawn across the dusty manu

scripts, nearer and nearer to the perfect

amulet, warm from the pocket of Robert.

And then, as one drop of water mingles with

another when the panes of the window are

wrinkled with rain, as one bead of mercury is

drawn into another bead, the half amulet,

that was the children's and was also Rekh-

mara's, slipped into the whole amulet, and

behold there was only oneâ��the perfect and

ultimate charm.

" And that's all right," said the psammead,

breaking a breathless silence.

" Yes," said Anthea, " and we've got our

hearts' desire. Father and mother and the

Lamb are coming home to-day."

" But what about me ? " said Rekh-mara.

" What tr your heart's desire ?" Anthea

asked.

"Great and deep learning," said the priest,

without a moment's hesitation. " A learning

greater and deeper than that of any man of

my land and my time. But learning too

great is useless. If I go back to my own

land and my own age, who will believe my

tales of what I have seen in the future ? Let

me stay here and be the great knower of all

that has been, in that our time, so living to

me, so old to you, about which your learned

men speculate unceasingly, and often, he tells

me, vainly."

" If I were you," said the psammead, " I

should ask the amulet about that. It's a

dangerous thing, trying to live in a time that's

not your own. You can't breathe an air

that's thousands of centuries ahead of your

lungs without feeling the effects of it, sooner

or later. Prepare the mystic circle and

consult the amulet."

" Oh, what a dream ! " cried the learned

gentleman. " Dear children, if you love me

â��and I think you do, in dreams and out of

themâ��prepare the mystic circle and consult

the amulet."

They did. As once before, when the sun

had shone in August splendour, they crouched

in a circle on the floor. Now the air outside

was thick and yellow with the fog that, by

some strange decree, always attends the

Cattle Show week. And in the street costers

were shouting. Jane saidâ��for the last time

â��the word of power, "Ur-hekan-setcheh."

And instantly the light went out, and all the

sounds went out too, so that there was a

silence and a darkness, both deeper than any
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and the desire of great things. So Jane took

the amulet from Robert and held it up be

tween the two men, and said, for the last

time, the word of power :â��

" Ur-hekan-setcheh."

The perfect amulet grew into a double

arch ; the two arches leaned to each otherâ��

making a great A.

" A stands for Amen," whispered Jane.

" What he was a priest of."

" Hush ! " breathed Anthea.

The great double arch glowed in and

through the green light that had been there

since the name of power had just been

spoken ; it glowed with a light more bright

yet more soft than the other lightâ��a light

that the children could bear to look upon â��

a glory and splendour and sweetness un

speakable.

"Come!" cried Rekh-mara, holding out

his hands.

" Come ! " cried the learned gentleman ;

and he also held out his hands.

Each moved forward, under the glowing,

glorious arch of the perfect amulet.

Then Rekh-mara quivered and shook, and,

as steel is drawn to a magnet, he was drawn

under the arch of magic, nearer and nearer

to the learned gentleman. And, as one

drop of water mingles with another when

the window-glass is rain-wrinkled, as one

quicksilver bead is drawn to another quick

silver bead, Rekh-mara, Divine Father of

the Temple of Amen-Ra, was drawn into,

slipped into, disappeared into, and was one

with Jimmy, the good, beloved, and learned

gentleman.

And suddenly it was good daylight, and

the December sun shone. The fog had

passed away like a dream.

The amulet was there, little and complete,

in Jane's hand, and there were the other

children and the psammead and the learned

gentleman. But Rekh-maraâ��or the body of

Rekh-maraâ��was not there any more. As

for his soul _

" Oh, the horrid thing!" cried Robert, and

put his foot on a centipede as long as your

finger, that crawled and wriggled and

squirmed at the learned gentleman's feet.

" That," said the psammead, "was the evil

in the soul of Rekh-mara."

There was a deep silence.

" Then Rekh-mara's him now," said Jane,

at last.

" All that was good in Rekh-mara," said

the psammead.

" He ought to have his heart's desire too,"

said Anthea, in a sort of stubborn gentleness.

"His heart's desire," said the psammead,

" is the perfect amulet you hold in your

hand. Yesâ��and has been ever since he lirst

saw the broken half of it."

" We've got ours," said Anthea, softly.

" Yes," said the psammead. Its voice

was crasser than they had ever heard it.

" Your parents are coming home. And

what's to become of me 1 I shall be found

out and made a show of, and degraded in

every possible way. I know they'll make me

go into Parliamentâ��hateful placeâ��all mud

and no sand. That beautiful Baalbec temple

in the desert! Plenty of good sand there,

and no politics ! I wish I were there, safe

in the past, that I do."

" I wish you were," said the learned

gentleman absently, yet polite as ever.

The psammead swelled itself up, turned its

long snail's eyes in one last lingering look at

Antheaâ��a loving look, she always said, and

thoughtâ��andâ��vanished !

" Well," said Anthea, after a silence, " I

suppose it's happy. The only thing it ever

did really care tor was sand."

" My dear children," said the learned

gentleman, " I must have fallen asleep. I've

had the most extraordinary dream."

"I hope it was a nice one," said Cyril,

with courtesy.

" Yesâ��I feel a new man after it. Absolutely

a new man."

There was a ring at the front-door bell, the

opening of a door, voices. " It's them ! "

cried Robert. A thrill ran through four

hearts. " Here," cried Anthea, snatching

the amulet from Jane and pressing it into the

hand of the learned gentleman, " hereâ��it's

yoursâ��your very own, a present from us,

because you're Rekh-mara as well asâ��I

mean because you're such a dear."

She hugged him briefly but fervently, and

the four swept down the stairs to the hall,

where a cabman was bringing in boxes, and

where, heavily disguised in travelling cloaks

and wraps, was their hearts' desireâ��threefold :

mother, father, and the Lamb.

" Bless me ! " said the learned gentleman,

left alone ; " bless me! What a treasure !

The dear children ! It must be their affec

tion that has given me these luminous

aperfus. I seem to see so many things now

â��things I never saw before! The dear

children ! The dear, dear children !"

THE END.
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SIR NIGEL.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.

CHAPTER XIII.

HOW THE COMRADES JOURNEYED DOWN

THE OLD, OLD ROAD.

ND now the season of the

moonless nights was drawing

nigh, and the King's design

was ripe. Very secretly his

preparations were made. Al

ready the garrison of Calais,

which consisted of five hundred archers and

two hundred men-at-arms, could, if fore

warned, resist any attack made upon it.

But it was the King's design, not merely to

resist the attack, but to capture the attackers.

Above all it was his wish to find the occasion

for one of those adventurous passages of

arms which had made his name famous

throughout Christendom as the very pattern

and leader of knight errant chivalry.

But the affair wanted careful handling.

The arrival of any reinforcements, or even

the crossing of any famous soldier, would

have alarmed the French and warned them

that their plot had been discovered. There

fore it was in twos and threes, in the creyers

and provision ships which were continually

passing from shore to shore, that the chosen

warriors and their squires were brought to

Calais There they were passed at night

through the water gate into the castle, where

they could lie hid, unknown to the townsfolk,

until fhe hour for action had come.

Nigel had received word from Chandos to

join him at The Sign of the Broom-Pod in

Wmchelsea. Three days beforehand he and

Aylward rode from Tilford all armed and

ready for the wars. Nigel was in hunting

costume, blithe and gay, with his precious

armour and his small baggage trussed upon

the back of a spare horse, which Aylward led

by the bridle. The archer had himself a

good black mare, heavy and slow, but strong

enough to be fit to carry his powerful frame.

In his brigandine of chain mail and his steel

cap, with straight strong sword by his side, his

yellow long-bow jutting over his shoulder, and

his quiver of arrows supported by a scarlet

baldric, he was such a warrior as any knight
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might well be proud to have in his train. All

Tilford trailed behind them, as they rode

slowly over the long slope of heathland which

skirts the flank of Crooksbury Hill. At the

summit of the rise Nigel reined in Pommers

and looked back at the little village behind

him. There was the old dark manor-house,

with one bent figure leaning upon a stick and

gazing dimly after him from beside the door.

He looked at the high-pitched roof, the

timbered walls, the long trail of swirling

blue smoke which rose from the single

chimney, and the group of downcast old

servants who lingered at the gateâ��John the

cook, Weathercote the minstrel, and Red

Swire the broken soldier. Over the river

amid the trees he could see the grim, grey

tower of Waverley, and even as he looked

the iron bell, which.had so often seemed to

be the hoarse, threatening cry of an enemy,

clanged out its call to prayer. Nigel doffed

his velvet cap and prayed alsoâ��prayed that

peace might remain at home, and good

warfare, in which honour and fame should

await him, might still be found abroad.

Then, waving his hand to the people, he

turned his horse's head and rode slowly east

ward. A moment later Aylward broke from

the group of archers and laughing girls who

clung to his bridle and his stirrup-straps, and

rode on blowing kisses over his shoulder.

So at last the two comrades, gentle and

simple, were fairly started on their venture.

There are two seasons of colour in those

partsâ��the yellow, when the countryside is

flaming with the gorse blossoms ; and the

crimson, when all the long slopes are

smouldering with the heather. So it was

now. Nigel looked back from time to time

as he rode along the narrow track where the

ferns and the ling brushed his feet on either

side, and as he looked it seemed to him that,

wander where he might, he would never see a

fairer scene than that of his own home. Far

to the westward, glowing in the morning light,

rolled billow after billow of ruddy heather-

land, until they merged into the dark shadows

of Woolmer Forest, and the pale, clear green
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descended the path, and looked to right and

left at the fair meadows and the blue Wey

curling down the valley.

"What have you prayed for, Nigel?"

said she.

"I have prayed that God and His saints

will hold my spirit high and will send me

back from France in such a fashion that I

may dare to come to you and to claim you

for my own."

" Bethink you well what it is that you say,

Nigel,'' said she. " What you are to me

only my own heart can tell, but I would never

set eyes upon your face again rather than

abate by one inch that height of honour and

worshipful achievement to which you may

attain."

" Nay, my dear and most sweet lady, how

should you abate it, since it is the thought of

you which will nerve my arm and uphold my

heart?"

"Think once more, my fair lord, and hold

yourself bound by no word which you have

said. Let it be as the breeze which blows

past our faces and is heard of no more.

Your soul yearns for honour. To that has it

ever turned. Is there room in it for love

also, or is it possible that both shall live at

their highest in one mind? Do you not call

to mind that Galahad and other great

knights of old have put women out of their

lives that they might ever give their whole

soul and strength to the winning of honour ?

May it not be that I shall be a drag upon

you, that your heart may shrink from some

honourable task, lest it should bring risk and

pain to me ? Think well before you answer,

my fair lord, for indeed my very heart would

break if it should ever happen that through

love of me your high hopes and great promise

should miss fulfilment."

Nigel looked at her with sparkling eyes.

The soul which shone through her dark face

had transformed it into a beauty more lofty

and more rare than that of her shallow sister.

He bowed before the majesty of the woman

and pressed his lips to her hand.

" You are like a star upon my path which

guides me on the upward way," said he.

" Our souls are set together upon the finding

of honour, and how shall we hold each other

back when our purpose is the same ? "

She shook her proud head.

" So it seems to you now, fair lord, but it

may be otherwise as the years pass. How

shall you prove that I am indeed a help and

not a hindrance?"

" I will prove it by my deeds, fair and dear

lady," said Nigel. " Here at the shrine of

the holy Catherine, on this the Feast of St.

Margaret, 1 take my oath that I will do three

deeds in your honour, as a proof of my high

love, before I set eyes upon your face again ;

and these three deeds shall stand as a proof

to you that if I love you dearly still 1 will

not let the thought of you stand betwixt me

and honourable achievement."

Her face shone with her love and her

pride.

" I also make my oath," said she, " and I

do it in the name of the holy Catherine

whose shrine is hard by. I swear that I will

hold myself for you until these three deeds

be done and we meet once more ; also that

ifâ��which may dear Christ forefendâ��you fall

in doing them, then I shall take the veil in

Shalford nunnery and look upon no man's

face again. Give me your hand, Nigel."

She had taken a little bangle of gold

filigree work from her arm, and she fastened

it upon his sunburned wrist, reading aloud

to him the engraved motto in old French :

" Fais ce que dois adviegne que pourra c'est

command^ au chevalier." Then for one

moment they fell into each other's arms and,

with kiss upon kiss, a loving man and a

tender woman, they swore their troth to

each other. But the old knight was calling

impatiently from below, and together they

hurried down the winding path to where the

horses waited under the sandy bluff.

As far as the Shalford crossing Sir John

rode by Nigel's arm, and many were the last

injunctions which he gave him concerning

woodcraft, and great his anxiety lest he con

fuse a spayad with a brocket or either with a

hind. At last, when they came to the reedy

edge of the Wey, the old knight and his

daughter reined up their horses. Nigel

looked back at them ere he entered the dark

Chantry Woods, and saw them still gazing

after him and waving their hands. Then the

path wound amongst the trees and they were

lost to sight, but long afterwards, when a

clearing exposed once more the Shalford

meadows, Nigel saw that the old man upon

the bay cob was riding slowly towards St.

Catherine's Hill, but that the girl was still

where he had seen her last, leaning forward

in her saddle and straining her eyes to pierce

the dark forest which screened her lover

from her view. It was but a fleeting glance

through a break in the foliage, and yet in

after-days of stress and toil in far-distant

lands it was that one little pictureâ��the

green meadow, the reeds, the slow, blue-wind

ing river, and the eager, bending, graceful

figure upon the white horseâ��which was
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and at once a score of russet-clad bowmen

ran forward from amid the trees, spreading

out into a scattered line and closing swiftly in

upon the travellers. In the midst of them,

upon a great grey horse, sat a small, misshapen

man, waving and cheering as one sets hounds

on a badger, turning his head this way and

that as he whooped and pointed, urging his

bowmen onwards up the slope.

" Draw them on, my fair lord, draw them

on until we have them out on the down !"

cried Aylward, his eyes shining with joy.

" Five hundred paces more, and then we

may be on terms with them. Nay, linger

not, but keep them always just clear of

arrow-shot until our turn has come."

Nigel shook and trembled with eagerness

as, with his hand on his sword hilt, he looked

at the line of eager, hurrying men. But it

flashed through his mind what Chandos had

said of the cool head, which is better for the

warrior than the hot heart. Aylward's words

were true and wise. He turned Pommers's

head, therefore, and, amid a cry of derision

from behind them, the comrades trotted over

the down. The bowmen broke into a run

while their leader screamed and waved more

madly than before. Aylward cast many a

glance at them over his shoulder.

" Yet a little farther! Yet a little farther

still! " he muttered. " The wind is towards

them, and the fools have forgot that I can

overshoot them by fifty paces. Now, my

good lord, I pray you for one instant to hold

the horses, for my weapon is of more avail

this day than thine can be. They may make

sorry cheer ere they gain the shelter of the

wood once more."

He had sprung from his horse, and with

a downward wrench of his arm and a push

with his knee he slipped the string into the

upper nock of his mighty war-bow. Then,

in a flash, he notched his shaft and drew it to

the pile, his keen blue eyes glowing fiercely

behind it from under his knotted brows.

With thick legs planted sturdily apart, his

body laid to the bow, his left arm motionless

as wood, his right bunched into a double

curve of swelling muscles as he stretched the

white, well-waxed string, he looked so keen

and fierce a fighter that the advancing line

stopped for an instant at the sight of him.

Two or three loosed off their arrows, but the

shafts flew heavily against the head-wind and

snaked along the hard turf some score of

paces short of the mark. One only, a

short, bandy - legged man, whose squat

figure spoke of enormous muscular strength,

ran swiftly in, and then drew so strong a

bow that the arrow quivered in the ground

at Aylward's very feet.

" It is Black Will of Lynchmere," said the

bowman. " Many a match have I shot with

him, and I know well that no other man on

the Surrey marches could have sped such a

shaft. I trust that you are houselled and

shriven, Will, for I have known you so long

that 1 would not have your damnation upon

my soul."

He raised his bow as he spoke, and the

string twanged with a rich, deep, musical

note. Aylward leaned upon his bow-stave as

he keenly watched the long, swift flight of his

shaft, skimming smoothly down the wind.

" On him ! on him ! No, over him, by

my hilt!" he cried. " There is more wind

than I had thought. Nay, nay, friend ; now

that I have the length of you, you can scarce

hope to loose again."

Black Will had notched an arrow and was

raising his bow when Aylward's second shaft

passed through the shoulder of his drawing

arm. With a shout of anger and pain he

dropped his weapon and, dancing in his

fury, shook his fist and roared curses at his

rival.

" I could slay him, but I will not, for

good bowmen are not so common," said

Aylward. " And now, fair sir, we must on,

for they are spreading round on either side,

and if once they get behind us then, indeed,

our journey has come to a sudden end. But

ere we go I would send a shaft through

yonder horseman who leads them on."

" Nay, Aylward, I pray you to leave him,"

said Nigel. " Villain as he is, he is none the

less a gentleman of coat-armour, and should

die by some other weapon than thine."

" As you will," said Aylward, with a

clouded brow. " I have been told that in

the late wars many a French prince and

baron has not been too proud to take his

death-wound from an English yeoman's shaft,

and that nobles of England have been glad

enough to stand by and see it done."

"It is sooth you say, archer, and indeed

it is no new thing, for that good knight

Richard of the Lion Heart met his end in

such a lowly fashion, and so also did Harold

the Saxon. But this is a private matter, and

I would not have you draw your bow against

him. Neither can I ride at him myself, for

he is weak in body, though dangerous in

spirit. Therefore, we will go upon our way,

since there is neither profit nor honour to be

gained, nor any hope of advancement."

Nigel shook his head sadly.

Aylward having unstrung his bow had
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out of hearing. Once, late in the afternoon,

they overtook a body of a hundred archers

all marching together, with two knights riding

at their head. They were passing from

Guild ford Castle to Reigate Castle, where

they were in garrison. Nigel rode with the

knights for some distance, and hinted that if

either was in search of honourable advance

ment, or wished to do some small deed, or to

relieve himself of any vow, it might be pos

sible to find some means of achieving it.

They were both, however, grave and elder

men, intent upon their business and with no

mind for fond wayside adventures, so Nigel

quickened his pace and left them behind.

They had left Boxhill and Headley Heath

upon the left, and the towers of Reigate were

rising amid the trees in front of them, when

they overtook a large, cheery, red-faced man

with a forked beard, riding upon a good

horse and exchanging a nod or a merry word

with all who passed him. With him they

rode nearly as far as Blctchingley, and Nigel

laughed much to hear him talk, but always

under the raillery there was much earnest

ness and much wisdom in all his words. He

rode at his ease about the country, he said,

having sufficient money to keep him from

want and to furnish him for the road. He

could speak all the three languages of

England â��the north, the middle, and the

southâ��so that he was at home with the

people of every shire, and could hear their

troubles and their joys. In all parts, in town

and in country, there was unrest, he said, for

the poor folk were weary of their masters,

both of the Church and State, and soon there

would be such doings in England as had

never been seen before. But above all this

man was earnest against the Church, its

enormous wealth, its possession of nearly

one-third of the whole land of the country,

its insatiable greed for more at the very time

when it claimed to be poor and lowly. The

monks and friars, too, he lashed with his

tongue : their roguish ways, their laziness, and

their cunning. He showed how their wealth

and that of the haughty lord must always be

founded upon the toil of poor, humble Peter

the Ploughman, who worked and strove in

rain and cold out in the fields, the butt and

laughing-stock of everyone, and still bearing

up the whole world upon his weary shoulders.

He had set it all out in a fair parable; so

now as he rode he repeated some of the

verses, chanting them and marking time with

his forefinger, while Nigel and Aylward on

either side of him, with their heads inclined

inwards, listened with the same attention, but

with very different feelingsâ��Nigel shocked

at such an attack upon authority, and

Aylward chuckling as he heard the senti

ments of his class so shrewdly expressed.

At last the stranger halted his horse outside

the Five Angels at Gatton.

" It is a good inn, and I know the ale of

old," said he. " When I had finished that

dream of Piers the Ploughman which I have

recited to you, the last verses were thus:â��

Now have I brought my little booke to an ende ;

God's blessing be on him who a drinke will me

sende.

I pray you come in with me and share it."

" Nay," said Nigel, " we must on our way,

for we have far to go. But give me your

name, my friend, for indeed we have passed

a merry hour listening to your words."

" Have a care !" the stranger answered,

shaking his head. " You and your class will

not spend a merry hour when these words

are turned into deeds, and Peter the Plough

man grows weary of swinking in the fields,

and takes up his bow and his staff in order

to set this land in order."

"By St. Paul! I expect that we shall

bring Peter to reason, and also those who

have put such evil thoughts into his head,"

said Nigel. "So once more I ask your name,

that I may know it if ever I chance to hear

that you have been hanged."

The stranger laughed good-humouredly.

" You can call me Thomas Lackland,"

said he. " I should be Thomas Lack-brain

if I were indeed to give my true name, since

a good many robbers, some in black gowns

and some in steel, would be glad to help me

upwards in the way you speak of. So good

day to you, squire, and to you also, archer,

and may you find your way back with whole

bones from the wars."

That night the comrades slept at Godstone

Priory, and early next morning they were

well upon their road down the Pilgrims' \Vay.

At Titsey it was said that a band of villeins

were out in Westerham Wood, and had mur

dered three men the day before, so that

Nigel had high hopes of an encounter ; but

the brigands showed no sign, though the

travellers went out of their way to ride their

horses along the edges of the forest. Farther

on they found traces of their work, for the

path ran along the hillside at the base of a

chalk quarry, and there in the cutting a man

was lying dead. From his twisted limbs and

shattered frame it was easy to see that he had

been thrown over from above, while his

pockets, turned outwards, showed the reason

for his murder. The comrades rode past
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the great oak trees there rode a dark, sallow

man in a scarlet tabard, who blew so loudly

upon a silver trumpet that they heard the

clanging call long before they set eyes on him.

Slowly he rode, pulling up every fifty paces

to make the forest ring with another warlike

blast. The comrades rode forward to meet

him.

" I pray you," said Nigel, " to tell me who

you are and why you blow upon this trumpet?"

The fellow shook his head, so Nigel repeated

the question in French, the common language

of chivalry, spoken at that age by every

gentleman in Western Europe.

The man put his lips to the trumpet and

blew another long note before he answered.

"I am Gaston de Castrier," said he, "the

humble squire of the most worthy and valiant

knight, Raoul de Tubiers, de Pestels, de

Grimsard, de Mersae, de Leoy, de Bastanac,

who also writes himself Lord of Pons. It is

his order that I ride always a mile in front of

him to prepare all to receive him, and he

desires me to blow upon a trumpet, not out

of vainglory, but out of greatness of spirit, so

that none may be ignorant of his coming

should they desire to encounter him."

Nigel sprang from his horse with a cry of

joy, and began to unbutton his doublet.

" Quick, Aylward, quick ! " he said. " He

comesâ��a knight-errant comes ! Was there

ever such a chance of worshipfully winning

worship ? Untruss the harness whilst I loose

my clothes. Good sir, I beg you to warn

your noble and valiant master that a poor

squire of England would implore him to take

notice of him, and to do some small,deed

upon him as he passes."

But already the Lord of Pons had come

in sight. He was a huge man upon an

enormous horse, so that together they seemed

to fill up the whole long, dark archway under

the oaks. He was clad in full armour of a

brazen hue with only his face exposed, and

of this face there was little visible save a pair

of arrogant eyes and a great black beard,

which flowed through the open vizor and

dcwn over his breast-plate. To the crest of

his helmet was tied a small brown glove,

nodding and swinging above him. He bore

a long lance with a red square banner at the

end, charged with a black boar's head, and

the same symbol was engraved upon his

shield. Slowly he rode through the forest,

ponderous, menacing, with dull thudding of

his charger's hoofs and constant clank of

metal , while always in front of him came

the distant peal of the silver trumpet,

calling all men to admit his majesty and to

clear his path ere they be cleared from it.

Never in his dreams had so perfect a vision

come to cheer Nigel's heart, and as he

struggled with his clothes, glancing up con

tinually at this wondrous traveller, he pattered

forth prayers of thanksgiving to the good

St. Paul who had shown such loving kind

ness to his unworthy servant and thrown him

in the path of so excellent and debonair a

gentleman.

But, alas ! how often at the last instant the

cup is dashed from the lips ! This joyful

chance was destined to change suddenly to

unexpected and grotesque disasterâ��disaster

so strange and so complete that through

all his life Nigel flushed crimson when he

thought of it. He was busily stripping his

hunting costume, and with feverish haste he

had doffed boots, hat, hose, doublet, and

cloak, so that nothing remained save a pink

jupon and pair of silken drawers. At the

same time Aylward was hastily unbuckling

the load with the intention of handing his

master his armour piece by piece, when the

squire ga\e one last challenging peal from

his silver trumpet into the very ear of the

spare horse. In an instant it had taken to

its heels, the precious armour upon its back,

and thundered away down the road which

they had traversed. Aylward jumped upon

his mare, drove his prick spurs into her sides,

and galloped after the runaway as hard as he

could ride. Thus it came about that in an

instant Nigel was shorn of all his little

dignity, had lost his two horses, his attendant

and his outfit, and found himself a lonely

and unarmed man standing in his shirt and

drawers upon the pathway down which the

burly figure of the Lord of Pons was slowly

advancing.

The knight-errant whose mind had been

filled by the thought of the maiden whom

he had left behind at St. Jeanâ��the same

whose glove dangled from his helmetâ��had

observed nothing that had occurred. Hence,

all that met his eyes was a noble yellow horse,

which was tethered by the track, and a small

young man who appeared to be a lunatic,

since he had undressed hastily in the heart

of the forest, and stood now with an eager,

anxious face, clad in his underlinen, amid

the scattered debris of his garments. Of such

a person the high Lord of Pons could take

no notice, and so he pursued his inexorable

way, his arrogant eyes looking out into the

distance and his thoughts set intently upon

the maiden of St. Jean. He was .dimly aware

that the little crazy man in the undershirt

ran a long way beside him in his stockings,







496

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

It was not until I told the children that

they must have imagined the tramp that any

theory of a phantasm occurred to my mind.

But they were so pathetic in their protesta

tions that he had come to the window and

interrupted their reading, and were, moreover,

both so exact in their description of his

steeple hat, his malevolent yellow face, his

black eyes, and his bent back curved under

the load of a large pack clutched in its

place by a yellow hand against the breast,

that I was driven to think that these two

fresh and healthy country children had

indeed seen with human eyes one of those

phantoms wearing mortal shape which some

times visit, it is said, these pale glimpses of

the moon.

With this idea in my mindâ��and impressed

that both children, in the midst of their read

ing, should have seen the same figureâ��I

presently sought out the gardener, referred to

the occurrence again, and inquired of him

whether there had ever been rumour con

cerning the haunting of the house.

He laughed away the supposition, and

easily dismissed the equal vision of the

children with the pleasant, if incredible,

assertion that "the two young ladies must

have been dreaming."

" No," he said, " there's no ghost here, and

I hope there never will be. I've seen one,

and that was enough to last me my lifetime."

Now, as a curious collector of ghost stories,

I am well informed that the effect of a

ghostly visitation is not, as it is too frequently

thought to be, of a terrifying nature. On the

contrary, we are told by people who have seen

phantasms that in place of experiencing

alarm, as they expected, a quite scientific

curiosity consumed their being, and they

studied the ghost with all the cool detach

ment of an interviewer.

Wherefore, finding before me a vigorous,

deep-chested man, with clean eyes in a

face baked brown by the open heavens,

who confessed to me, in a voice full of

agreeable strength and energy, that he had

seen one ghost, and that that was enough

to last him for the rest of his life, I

immediately dragged out of him the story

of his phantasm, and found myself at the

end entirely of his opinion, that one such

experience was enough for a lifetime. And

this is his story.

He told me that he had once gone with

his wife to look after a farm during the

temporary absence of the farmer, a relation

of his, and that he had gone into the house

well knowing that there were ugly stories

about it. "But," as he said, smiling into the

face of heaven, "I was never yet afeared of

any man, and I didn't look to be scared out

of my senses by a banging door or a creaking

wainscot."

As soon as they got into the house the â�¢

hangings and the creakings began with dis

agreeable iteration. The gardener put it

down to rats, and his wife to the innumer

able draughts. But when they took the

trouble to lock all the doors, and jam, so

that they could not budge, all those which

had neither lock nor fastening, the hangings

and the creakings continued just as incon

siderately and irrationally as ever.

Now let me interpose for a moment to say

that here was no case of the discredited

Poltergeist. There was no servant in the

house, no boy or girl â�� nobody but the

gardener and his wife.

They were never afraid of the noises, and

at last came to take no notice of them. At

night they would hear doors downstairs

clattering and echoing through the house,

and they would turn over on the other side

in their bed and say, " Drat them doors : why

ever won't they let a person sleep?" Nor

were they in the least dismayed in the

morning to discover that the doors were all

firmly latched and bolted. In a word, they'

got inured to harmless noises in the old

house, and soon took no notice of them.

" One evening," said the gardener, " I came

in late, and made haste upstairs to clean

myself for a party we were invited to that

night. My wife had gone on ahead, and I

was in a hurry to follow her. Well, I saw

the ghostâ��or whatever the blessed thing

wasâ��when I was shaving myself before the

glass. I saw it in the glass. It came right

up behind me, all of a sudden, looked over

my shoulder, and made a face at me that was

enough to curd milk. I whipped round,

razor in handâ��and there was nothing there

I said to myself, ' You must be dreaming,'

and then, forgetting for the moment the dis

gusting face I had seen looking at me in the

glassâ��and I saw it as plain as I saw my own

â��I said to myself, ' It was a reflection, or

something of that sort,' and taking up the

glass I carried it to another part of the room,

and started on the job again. I had got fresh

lather on my face, had given the razor another

turn on my strop, and was just beginning to

shave again, when over my shoulder in the

glass appears the same face as wicked as

before, and looks at me till I could feel the

sweat bursting out on my chest and forehead.

" It didn't take me, I assure you, one
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" But what does he see ? "

" A ghost. Well, if you do not like the

word, let us say an apparition. Yes, he sees

an apparition. I have tried to see it many

times, but "â��shrugging his shouldersâ��" I

do not fast sufficiently, perhaps ! No; I

have never seen it."

It came out that the house had long

enjoyed the reputation of being haunted.

The new owner had no belief in the legend

when he took the house, and, indeed, gave

up thinking about it till the hound sprang

up from the hearth, almost night after

night, and always at about the same time,

and went through the extraordinary passion

of anger which we have just described. My

friend was amazed to find his host so callous

to the uncanny influence of such a scene,

but he assured him that he quite looked

forward every evening to the passing of the

spirit through the room, and was hopeful

some dayâ��if he could only bring himself to

endure the Simple Life for a few weeksâ��of

himself seeing the vision. But his chief

interest lay in the hound, and he spent the

rest of the evening in relating legends con

cerning ghosts which have appeared to dogs

and not to human beings.

Now the reader may say to himself, if he

is in the habit of reflecting as he goes, " These

are interesting stories ; they tend to confirm

what I have always held to be the truth, that

there are stranger things in the world than

physical science takes account of; but what

I should like to be told is a story which proves

to me absolutely that personality persists after

deathâ��in other words, a properly-authenti

cated story of a ghost seen after death."

This is the desire of the world. There is

no longing of the human heart comparable to

this passion for light. Everything gives way

before it. Christianity carried the whole

world in its infant arms because it issued

from an empty tomb. And the same desire

is in the breast of humanity to-day ; but it

lies sleeping, lulled into unhappy and almost

frightened slumber by the distortions of a

period of agnosticism. Physical science has

so enlarged man's conception of the universe

that he is afraid to think of himself as other

than a mere atom of the dust on which he

crawls. But more and more philosophy is

adjusting human reason to the new discoveries

of science. \Ve find on this earth love, com

passion, self-sacrifice, justice; if they are

here they belong to the universe. Arrogance

could no farther go than to make evolving

man the creator of love and justice. No ; we

must admit love into the universe. And if

loveâ��then a purpose and a goal. And we

find on the earth a desire for life after death ;

the horror of annihilation (see the later letters

of Huxley and Spencer) is all but universal

among men. We cannot bring ourselves to

think of ourselves as not being.

The hunger of the world for light was its

first craving as it came through the cavernous

regions of its origin and looked consciously

upon the universe. " How came the uni

verse into being ? How is it that I stand

here â�� seeing, hearing, feeling, hoping? I

am conscious of myself. I know that I do

not know. I know that I wish to know.

Why ? What does this all meanâ��the uni

verse, the earth, and I myself? To what

end ? Again and again, day after day, age

after ageâ��why?" And this same passion,

dormant to-day after a period of agnosticism,

will revive. Again and again it will surge

into the soul and demand its satisfaction. It

belongs to the eternal verities. Science has

its phases, society its upheavals, art and

literature their revolutions : but through all

the changes of this mortal life men lay their

children in the dust and women stand at the

grave weeping. Alwaysâ��till we have been

led into All Truth by the Spirit of the

universeâ��man will desire to know what is

the destiny of his soul.

And there are men and women in the

world to-day who are more sure of the life

beyond the grave than of anything else.

The " ghost story " which all desire has been

their own experience. They have seen their

dead. But seldom will they speak of these

revelations ; they are at once too sacred and

too inconceivable. Reader, confess that if a

child returned to you from the grave, looked

at you with eyes that you could understand,

and made you feel by its presence some

sympathy existing between you and the

spiritual world outside of vision, you would

not shout of it from the newspapers or readily

submit yourself to the cross-examination of

" psychical experts."

I know many people who have had these

experiences. There are more men in the

world, perhaps, who have seen ghosts than

there are legends of ghosts. But their stories

â��so real to themâ��would be as little con

vincing to the world as the ordinary legend.

You cannot put to the tests of the police-

court these sublime experiences. If you do

so, you end, as happened to poor Joan of Arc,

by burning the visionary for a wicked witch.

Now there is one story of a ghostly appear

ance long after death which has in it so

many convincing proofs of reality that even
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as no living mortal but herself was aware of

that scratch, which she had accidentally

made while doing some little act of kindness

after my sister's death. She said she well

remembered how pained she was to think

she should have, unintentionally, marred the

features of her dead daughter, and that, un

known to all, she had carefully obliterated all

traces of the slight scratch with the aid of

powder, etc., and that she had never men

tioned it to a human being from that day to

this. In proof, neither my father nor any of

the family had detected it, and positively

were unaware of the incident, yet / saw the

scratch as bright as if just made. So strangely

impressed was my mother that even after

she had retired to rest she got up and

dressed, came to me, and told me she knew

at least that I had seen my sister. A few

weeks later my mother died, happy in her

belief that she would rejoin her favourite

daughter in a better world."

Now the testimony of this witness is

undeniable, and it has been received by

those who refuse faith in the psychical verity

of the ghost. There is no question on that

point. What, then, is the " explanation " ?

We are asked to believe that the mother,

sitting at home, and dwelling on the memory

of her dead child, of a sudden came into

telepathic communication with her son, and

his brain received the image from hers.

For one moment let us consider this

explanation, remembering Byron's remark

about Coleridge's metaphysics : " I wish he

would explain his Explanation."

The daughter had been in her grave nine

years. Are we to suppose that the memory

of this child was so vivid in the mother's

mind that she could transmit it, uncon

sciously, to the mind of her son many miles

away, and transmit it so definitely that he

should see the child with a disfigurement of

which he was unaware? Was the mother

thinking of that sad mark ? Then, why was

not the image reflected on the son's mind the

vision of his sister in her coffin ? She was

sitting at his side ; she was dressed in every

detail; her arm was resting on the table.

Could the motherâ��however earnestly she

was reflecting on that memoryâ��fling so

natural an image over all those miles ?

Further, let us remember that the son was

not in trance, not even in a mood of idleness

favourable to the reception of such thought-

waves, but that he was busily engaged in

entering up " orders," and smoking a cigar

as he did so.

It is surely less difficult to believe â��

especially in the light of o1.-- '%<iowledge that

the mother died a few weeks-* laterâ��that the

sister, who had great sympathy with him

during life, had power given her so to affect

the mind of her brother that he was driven

home in time to see his mother before she

died, and perhaps to offer her the amazing

consolation of assured communion with her

daughter after death? But let us, in any case,

not dismiss lightly a story of such remarkable

interest, but rather hope that science may in

time be able to offer us an explanation less

unpalatable to our reason than that of tele

pathic communication between the mother

and the son.

With one other story I will conclude this

brief paper on phantasms. And my reasons

for reserving till the end of my paper so

picturesque a story I will give at the con

clusion of the whole matter.

A lady named the Countess Eugenie Kap-

nist was staying at Talta in 1889 with her

sister, the Countess Ina. At the house of a

friend they met one evening a gentleman,

Monsieur P , who was there among the

other invalids of that health resort, dying

visibly of consumption. The Countess Ina

was asked to play some music after dinner,

and she sat down to the piano and played

Mendelssohn's "Prelude." The first bars

were hardly struck when Monsieur P got

up from his seat, advanced to the piano, and

regarded the player with the utmost anxiety.

At its conclusion he told the Countess Ina

that she had chosen a piece of music which

was the especial favourite of his dead brother,

and that she had played it with all the

characteristics he associated so fondly with

his brother's memory.

He was something of a spiritualist, and

would have it that he had known Countess

Ina beforeâ��" not in this world," he said,

" that is impossible ; but in other worlds."

He became so enamoured of this idea that

he promised her to return after death and

manifest himself to her, with the assurance of

a life beyond the grave.

The two ladies thought little more of their

odd fellow-guest. During their stay at Talta

they saw him walking about with other

people, and were amused by his quaint

appearance, his reddish fringe of beard, and

a peculiar coat the colour of hazel in which

he always went clothed. They never became

really intimate with him.

In March of the following year they were

in St. Petersburg, and on a particular night

they took a friend of theirs to see a perform

ance of " Le Marchand de Venise." This
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my salt at it, which I find I can't do at the

Bar."

" Oh ! " said Belinda again. (At certain

times what would be done without that hard-

worked interjection ?) " You know perfectly

well," she said, coldly, " that it is quite your

own fault if you have the slightest need to

talk in that way."

"Thanks, I'm aware of it." He checked

a half laugh. " I beg your pardonâ��I'm

forgettingâ��permit me to dismiss mystlf."

His tone changed. " May I venture to ask

how it is that you are alone here ? "

Belinda explained. It was an explanation

without a superfluous word in it, but no

doubt the point of the universe which she

appeared to addressâ��say the coast of Green

landâ��was sufficiently enlightened. His air

of polite attention was at least as frosty.

" An awkward predicament, certainly," he

remarked. " No doubt your auntâ��I think

you said your aunt ?â��will, as you say, turn

back at Carlisle. I should imagine she would

prefer that to either waiting or going on

to Edinburgh without you. Luckily, Miss

Dartfordâ��I beg your pardonâ��I should say

your aunt -"

" I think you are being perfectly absurd ! "

cried Belinda, with sudden temper.

" Absurd ? "

"Absolutely ridiculous!" declared Belinda,

impatiently.

" Indeed ! " He shrugged. " I believed I

was consulting your wishes," he said, coldly.

" If my memory of our last interview serves

meâ��and it's tolerably vividâ��you expressed a

wish that if we were so unlucky as to meet

again it should be as strangers."

" I know I did. And I meant it," flashed

Belinda.

" Exactly. You made that pretty obvious.

Then I fail to see "

"Under ordinary circumstancesâ��yes," said

Belinda. " But hereâ��nowâ��it's simply pre

posterous to behave as if we didn't know

each otherâ��as if you didn't know Aunt

Julia ! Farcical ! It's quiteâ��quite un

bearable enough without that! " She gave

a fierce little laugh. " On this day of all

others, too ! " she said, with scorn.

" This day ? " He had twisted in his seat

to look at her; his expression was politely

puzzled, interrogative. "Of courseâ��I'm

forgetfulâ��it's the twenty-thirdT" He, too,

laughed. " Our anniversary promises to be

about as pleasant as our wedding-day ! "

" Worse ! " declared Belinda, bitterly.

"You think so? Well, even that's possible,

I suppose. But as we shall be at the Black

Vol. xxxi.-64.

Horse in twenty minutes you will at least get

rid of me sooner."

" I am glad to hear it," said Belinda.

" Precisely," he returned.

His tone was unflatteringly acquiescent.

Belinda took refuge in loftily disdainful

silence. She laughed quite sardonicallyâ��not

an easy thing to do when by nature you are

round and rosy and altogether sweet and

kissable. It was as she laughed, hoping that

he heardâ��his square shoulders were abomin

ably stolid and inexpressiveâ��that she felt the

first sting of the rain upon her face. As a

prophet the station-master was a fraud ; in a

minute it poured as she had never seen it

pour in her life, and the wind came screaming

up to meet it with a fury that made its

former violence a mere joke. The mare

broke affrightedly into a gallop; the cart

rocked and swayed over the stony road.

Cazalet swung round; he had to shout to

make her hear.

" Keep covered or you'll be drenched."

He bent back and pulled the rug more

closely round her. " I was afraid of this,

confound it ! That's why I came this way

instead of by the roadâ��it saves half the

distance. We shall be over the river directly,

and then a few minutes will get you to the

Black Horse."

"The river?" echoed Belinda, blankly.

" Yes. There's a ford just below the foot

bridge ; nothing to be nervous ofâ��I've

crossed it a dozen times."

Belinda said nothing; she was fully oc

cupied in holding on, for the bumps and

jerks were worse than ever, and the lash and

shriek of wind and rain seemed to blind and

deafen her. But for their tumult she would

have been quicker to hear a third soundâ��

the tearing roar of angry water. She uttered

a cry of scared dismay as the mare, plunging

and rearing, was brought to a standstill.

Was this the river they must crossâ��this

foaming, furious torrent ? Was that frail,

rickety thing over which it dashed the foot

bridge ? Cazalet had jumped down to the

mare's head. " We can never cross !" she

gasped.

"Good Heaven, no!" Once more he had

to shout; the mare plunged wildly as he tried

to turn her head. " It's all rightâ��she's a bit

scaredâ��sit tight a minute ! " he cried.

Belinda sat tight; she also was a bit

scared. How in a moment she got down

from her perch she never fairly knew; the

descent was accomplished somehow ; she had

a vague idea of an outline of some sort seen

through the torrential rain as she was hurried
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she could not trust her tongue to deliver it

properlyâ��the mill was as cold as a tomb. He

saw it.

" Put this rug out of the cart round youâ��

I don't think it's damp. I'll see if I can

light a fire."

" Fray don't trouble for me," said Belinda,

stiffly.

" You prefer to freeze, no doubt,"he retorted.

'â�¢ But I can't allow even a stranger to do

that, as it happens. And you need feel under

no obligation, I assure you. I've no fancy

for freezing myself, and should do it for my

own sake if you weren't here.':

Belinda disdained a reply. The rug by

good luck remained on her shoulders, but

she declined to assist it to stay there ; she

would not look round, but she heard him

busily moving to and fro behind her, and

presently a cheerful crackle of kindling wood.

The fire was burning merrily, and he had

found and lighted some candles when she

spoke over her shoulder.

"Oh, it is snowing ! " she exclaimed.

" So I see." He looked over her head ; he

was tall enough to do it easily. " Humphâ��

I rather expected thatâ��looked like it. We

shall be lucky if we're not snowed up."

"Snowed up? Here?" cried Belinda, in

consternation.

" It's possibleâ��one never knows one's

luck on the moorsâ��I've been at Capheaton

long enough to know that. It may work up

into a respectable imitation of a blizzard, by

the look of things."

"Why, that might keep us here all night!"

She was round-eyed with dismay.

"Possibly." (His indifference, she told

herself, was simply brutal.) "But even that

would be preferable to being either frozen or

drowned. And probably we sha'n't starve.

We had better see what our friend the

miller's man has got in that cupboard."

He ransacked the cupboard; they both

ransacked the cupboard; even lions and

tigers suspend hostilities when hungry, it is

said. Luckily for them the miller's man had

not left it bare; it yielded tea and sugar,

butter and cheese, a pudding-basin full of

eggs, and a huge loaf, not to mention a hunk

of pork of so exceedingly bilious a complexion

that they left it where it was. A truce was

tacitly understood; they ate and drank, if

not in good fellowship, at least peaceably.

It even presently flashed into Belinda's head

that this would have been very much more

awful without Dick. She, for instance, could

never have lighted the fire ; he had accom

plished it at once. Perhaps he always lighted

the fires at Capheaton ? Perhaps he had no

servant there to do it for him ? If so, it

served him right. Nothing could be punish

ment too much for the way he had treated

her!

She stole a glance at him, clenching the

hand that bore his wedding ring. If only she

had discovered what he really was in time to

save her from her folly ! But it was as she

changed into her travelling-dress that Ethel,

her chief bridesmaid, had brought her that

half sheet of paper in his handwriting, telling

her with a laugh that she should not drop

her love-letters about. She had glanced at

the first lines, and the whole world had

seemed to crash about her. " I don't

repent. She has the money, my dear fellow ;

that's all I care about," he had written. She

had read a little farther, enough to tell her

that the letter of which this was part had

been written to George Henderson, his best

man ; then thrust it into her pocket, saying

nothing to Ethel and making no sign. Even

She recalled it all. How eager she had

been to welcome her adopted father's un

known nephewâ��the nephew he had refused

to see during the lifetime of his estranged

brother; how delighted when the grumpy

old man liked him ! She had tried her very

best to bring them together ; had even once

ventured,. with her heart in her mouth, to

plead that at least some of the fortune she

was to inherit should go to Uick, who,

beyond a hundred or two a year and a

gloomy old house up in the North somewhere

that he had never even seen, had nothing.

Why, she had criedâ��yes, absolutely criedâ��

when he died a month afterwards to find that

his will remained unaltered. She had tried

to tell Dick ho\v sorry she was, and then, like

a little fool, broken down altogether in

begging him to let her divide the money.

In answer he had looked at her -only looked

at her, and thenâ��well, she had never known

quite how it happened, but she was in his

arms, and finished her crying on his shoulder.

Did he mind her having so much when he

had so little ? she had whispered. He had

laughed at that, telling her gaily that he

would have married her if she had been

twice as rich, and that a man was a fool who

let money stand in his way with a woman.

Then he had kissed her, and she, one shy,

rosy flutter, had kissed him. Throughout

their brief, delightful courtship they had

never even mentioned the subject again ; the

lawyers had done what they liked and let

them alone. Then there had come their

wedding-day 1
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Dick had noticed nothing wrong, for it was

not until they were alone in the railway

carriage that she had turned upon him. She

remembered how, when he came and sat

beside her, slipping his arm round her waist,

she had had a moment of contemptible

weakness, of insane temptation to burn the

wretched thing and forget itâ��had almost

clung to him and returned his kiss. But the

next she had pushed him away fiercely and

put the paper in his hand.

Well, he had confessed that he had written

it, and, moreover, had not attempted to deny

that he was the shameless cheat and fortune-

hunter she called him. It only added to her

passion that he did not try to excuse himself,

but listened in a stolid silence to all she

chose to say. Certainly they would be

strangers for the future since that was her

opinion of him, he had said with a shrug

when she was silent at last. So they had

completed the wretched journey to Dover,

and she had gone to an hotel and wired for

Aunt Julia, and he had gone she didn't know

where. She had heard nothing of him since

but for the one letter he had written to her

lawyers, refusing to take advantage of the

marriage settlements to the extent of a

penny. She had hoped that she might never

be so unlucky as to see him again, and now

â��she glanced up to find him looking at her.

He spoke as though he had followed her

thoughtsâ��perhaps he had.

" It makes no difference, of course," he said,

abruptly ; " but I've often felt curious to know

who it was who gave you that letter."

"If it makes no difference â��and it doesn't â��

I don't see why you should ask," said Belinda.

"If you could deny having written it "

" I've told you that I did not deny it, and

certainly 1 am not going to do so nowâ��I did

write it." He paused, frowning. " You may

as well tell me. Who was it ? "

"Ethelâ��Miss Maitland."

" Oh !" He laughed shortly. " I thought

as much!"

" What do you mean ? " Belinda demanded.

" Oh, nothing ! " He laughed again.

" There are some things a man doesn't care

to say about a woman !"

" What things ? " She flashed a look at

him and ostentatiously withdrew it in favour

of the fire. " I suppose you think she was

in love with you and did it out of spite?" she

said, scornfully.

" Thank you ! " He stared at her wrath-

fullyâ��glared at her, she mentally called it.

" Evidently there's nothing that a woman

won't permit herself to say about a man !"

The truce was over. She withdrew in

freezing silence to the extremest corner of

the hearth and took refuge in a novel from

her travelling bag ; he read a newspaper from

his pocket. The fire had burnt down and

been replenished twice before either spoke

again. Then Dick rose, went to the door,

and came back.

" It has stopped snowing and the wind

has dropped," he announced, curtly. " The

moon is getting up, and I know the way.

I'll drive you to the Black Horse by road."

" Thank you, but the river is quieterâ��I've

been listening. I'll cross by the bridge,"

said Belinda.

" I've told you once that you'll do no such

thing ! It's as rotten as touchwood â�� I

wouldn't trust a dog on it after the strain it

has had. You had better get ready while I

harness the mare. And perhaps you will

bar this door after meâ��it won't keep shut

without."

The door was the one through which they

had made their forced entry at the expense

of breaking the lock. Belinda dropped the

heavy bar into place again and went to the

window. The river certainly was quieter and

lower ; the water no longer dashed over the

bridge, as she could see. It looked frail

enough, but surely it would bear her light

weight ? Should she venture ? It was

almost worth the risk if only because it

would make Dick so horribly angry to find

himself defied, the only drawback being that

she would not be there to see it. It was

as she thought so and moved to her cloak

that she started and looked up to the trap in

the ceiling through which the ladder led to

the floor above. There was that faint, fur

tive rustling again, like something moving

stealthily in straw, that she had been startled

by while they were at their meal. Rats,

Dick had explained, callously adding that no

doubt the mill swarmed with them. Belinda

shuddered â��the noise was growing louder.

Suppose some of the horrid things came

down the ladder ? Suppose

She tried to scream. But the terror that

held her motionless froze her tongue. Grasp

ing the edge of the trap was a hand, peering

downward was a faceâ��such a face ! The

dim candle-light showed the cat-like agility

of the gaunt figure as it descended the

ladder, the fluttering rags of its unkempt

dress, its long, wild hair, its awful eyes.

As the man reached the ground he saw

and made a darting step towards her. It

broke the spell. Belinda shrieked as she

had never in her life shrieked before.
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she gasped, wildly. " It's our anniversary

and we are k-keeping it! We've been nearly

drowned, we've committed burglary, we're

shut up together in this horrid place, I've

been chased by a maniac and nearly killed,

and you might have been killed in trying to

save me ! It's worse than our wedding-day a

million times! Don't you see how f-funny

it is?"

She sobbed and laughed with renewed

vehemence; she looked the sweetest little

figure of weeping woe. For a moment Dick

eyed her gloomily; the next his arms were

round her.

"There, there; don't cry, dear! It's all

right now. Never mind what day it isâ��

hang what day it is !â��never mind anything ''

He kissed her. " Shall we say it's our

wedding-day again and quite all right? Will

you, darling ?"

He kissed her again. Perhaps she didn't

know itâ��hysterics are confusingâ��she was

amazingly passive. But the next instant she

wrenched herself free.

" How dare you ? " she cried, fiercely.

" How dare I ?" His temper was as

quickly aflame as hers. " If you objected so

much, it's a pity you let me !"

" I did not let you ! "

"Oh ! All right; it doesn't matter 1" He

shrugged. " You need not be afraid that I

shall try again ! "

"I hope not." Angry eyes met angry

eyes. " I thought I had made you under

stand a year ago," she said, bitterly, " that I

would never forgive you !"

" Certainly I shall never ask you!" he

retorted, and laughed. " But, as in another

fifty years we shall neither of us be wonderful

specimens of antiquity, that opens a cheerful

prospect!"

"If I thought," declared Belinda with

energy, " that I should ever live to be any

thing so awful as seventy-two, I should wish

you had let me be drowned ! "

" Should you ? If you do, I shall at any

rate not be there to make it more unendur

able. I suppose you intend to allow me

to drive you to the Black Horse ? Very

well; I'll go and finish harnessing the

mare. You had better get ready. The

quicker we are the sooner you get rid of me,

you know ! "

He swung down his coat from the peg

where it hung, put it on, and went out.

Necessarily, being a man in a rage, he also

banged the door. Belinda stood staring after

him, her heart beating as it had not beaten

since he had kissed her a year ago. Did he

guess how nearly he had tempted her to be

contemptible and weak again ? He had

wanted the moneyâ��he had married her for

it, but surely he had loved her a little tooâ��

it could not have been all pretence ! Suppose

she had yielded, had said she would forgive;

supposeâ��â��â�¢

Her face flamed suddenly. Could a kiss

and a few soft wordsâ��could anything do

away with that abominable letter ? Nothing

ever should, she thought, fiercely, turning to

take up her cloak. It was as she did so

that she saw on the floor something which

must have dropped from his pocket as he

took down his coatâ��a leather case that had

not only opened in falling, but spilt part of its

contentsâ��a couple of letters folded together

with something else that looked like a photo

graph. It was a photograph ! She picked

the little bundle up, turning it over.

Her photograph ! Why should he carry

her photograph, unless, to be sure, to look at

it sometimes and think what a little fool he

had made of her ! Why was it folded with

these two letters, as if they all belonged to

each other ? She glanced at one, glanced at

the other, and began to shake all over. When

Dick came in they were still in her hands,

and she was whiter than the paper.

" The cart is quite ready if you " He

saw what she was holding. " Pardon meâ��

my property, I think ? "

" Iâ��I know ! " She held out the photo

graph. " It fell out of your pocketâ��I picked

it up â��I didn't know. And theseâ��thisâ��

Mr. Henderson's answer to that letter. I've

read it," she said, desperately.

" Oh ! " His face was inscrutable. " Have

you ? "

" Yes ; I couldn't help it when I saw what

it was ; I've read bothâ��all of them." She

stopped. " Is it really true that your uncle

wanted to leave his money to you instead of

to me, and was so angry when you refused

that he would leave you nothing at all ? "

" Quite true. You had been brought up

to expect it, and so had the best right to

inherit it ; of course I refused. I would not

have minded dividing it, but the old man

wouldn't hear of that. He said it must be

all or nothingâ��lost his temperâ��you know

the sort of temper it was. So it was nothing.

If I had had it I should have felt that I had

robbed you."

" Is that what you meant when you wrote

that my having the money was all you cared

about ?"

"If you have read the letters you must

have seen what I meantâ��it was all I cared
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first impression. Presently, to his surprise,

he found himself listening to the sermon.

It was full of power and pointâ��a sermon to

make the idlest think awhile.

As. the girl rose from her knees and turned

to leave the church the radiance of her

expression gripped him anew. It was that of

one who, in the midst of a dull reality, holds

the key to a happiness which can be neither

explained nor denied. Her eye fell on

Dearie. He thought she recognised him,

but she passed out again into the fog and he

followed helplessly.

How could he let her go ? Yet what else

was possible, seeing that he was a gentle

man ? At least he would find out where she

lived. Meanwhile his attendance at Divine

worship had so delayed him that the errand

on which he was bound must wait till to

morrow, which would give him a reason for

coming into the neighbourhood again.

But fortune, which ever favours the brave,

did him a service to-night. The slight figure

that he pursued turned up a street of tall,

dingy houses ; and, glancing at the name on

the street lamp, he read " Shrewsbury Man

sions." This, as luck would have it, was his

own destination.

It was a chance he would not miss. No

sooner did he see her set foot upon a flight

of grimy doorsteps, as if about to enter the

open door of the house to which they led,

than he came up with rapid step, and spoke

courteously and naturally, raising his hat as

he did so.

" I beg your pardon," he said. " I am on

my way to visit a young lady living in

Shrewsbury Mansions, but I do not know

her number. I wonder if you can help

me ? "

She turned round, just within the door

way, the light of a hesitating gas-jet on her

face. She flashed a quick look at him, and

he thought he saw her realize that she had

been followed, and prepare herself to be very

cold, and yet feel some wonder that the man

who addressed her should have, at least, the

appearance of a gentleman. Hereupon he

was overwhelmed with awkwardness; his

flimsy fib was so evidently merely a manu

factured excuse for addressing her. His

heart beat ridiculously, but the lady seemed

quietly equal to the situation.

" I think I know the names of all the

people in the Mansions,'' she said, with what

was almost like condescension. " Whom do

you wish to find ? "

" A Miss Margery VVilmot."

She had the appearance of being arrested;

of suddenly giving him her full attention.

" Miss Wilmot ? That is curious," she said.

" You know her ? " Somehow he had not

had the idea that Miss Wilmot's friends

would be girls of this stamp.

" Yes, I know her rather well ; in fact, she

shares a sitting-room with me. Are you a

friend of hers ? "

" I am her friend's friend," he said.

" Shall I find her at home?"

The girl's eyes plainly showed distrust.

" No," she said, shortly.

He ascended the steps and stood beside

her in the dingy passage. " It is just pos

sible you may have heard her speak of me

â��Captain Dearie, of the Green Lancers, who

came home from India last Friday."

The girl looked at him incredulously. " I

do not think Miss Wilmot knows that the

Green Lancers have arrived," she said, sus

piciously.

" I know.; we were not expected till next

week. Iâ��I may as well confess to you that

I come on a very disagreeable errand "

He broke off, confused. " I am the bearer

of a message."

She eyed him steadily. " A message to

Miss Wilmot ? From whom ? "

He had a burst of confidence. " I wonder

if you would be kind and give me some hint

as to the sort of girl Miss Wilmot is "

He could not go on. He had reason to

believe that Margery Wilmot was second-

rate ; somehow the clear, direct gaze of the

girl before him was confusing to his mind.

He hardly expected her to reply to his

half-formed question, but she did. " She's a

very ordinary kind of girl ; there's nothing

remarkable about her," she said, simply.

" H'm ' Now, do you thinkâ��judging by

what you know of herâ��that she's the kind

of girl to bring an action for breach of

promise ? "

The wonderful eyes opened wide. " An

action for breach of promise?" she repeated.

" Yes; you may have heard that she's

engaged ? "

" I know she isâ��to Captain Manners-

l.angton."

" That's right; a good sortâ��good family,

too. You see, his family do notâ��in fact,

never haveâ��liked it from the first. He met

the girl at some holiday place, got engaged,

as some fellows do, all in a hurryâ��taken

clean off his feet. And she is an awfully nice

girl, I dare say, but rather less than nobody,

you know; and he has been in India ever

since, never seen her, and he thinks, as all

his set are dead against it, he had better be
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lover would not wish to meet her himself,

and also that he thought a mere letter might

sound cruel, or, at least, bald. He knew that

Manners - Langton was desperately anxious

that the " other one " should never know that

he was an engaged man when she first came

out to Simla last cold weather.

He had pictured a being so different from

the girl who had last evening dawned upon

him out of the mist. She seemed to stand

continually before his mind's eye, pouring

cool contempt on the sorry part he played.

He devoutly hoped that Margery Wilmot was

not so charming as her friend. " But, if she

had been, Charlie would never have chucked

her," he reflected, wisely.

He told himself all the way upstairs how

unlikely it was that he should have a glimpse

of his vision this afternoon. Doubtless she

was away typewriting in some City office.

What desecration ! But he knew that her

friend, the object of his visit, supplemented

her small income by typewriting.

He was admitted by a middle-aged woman

of most superior aspect, out of the stuffy

atmosphere of the gritty stairway, into some

thing that seemed like an oasis, and made

him think absurdly of cool wells and shadowy

trees. The sea-green corridor, hung with

mezzotints, was restful to all his senses. In

a minute he found himself in a large room

which was evidently adorned with all that

survived of some dignified and ancient home.

Each piece of furniture was old and beautiful,

harmonious, and redolent of culture and

breeding. Two or three fine old portraits in

oil looked down upon what they had come

to, with serenity that had passed beyond

earth's standards of judgment. The grand

piano was by Erard ; the Turkey carpet,

though elderly, was luxurious. Brilliant

chrysanthemums, in priceless Worcester

bowls, enlivened the November air ; in one

window a large, business-like writing-table

was heaped with papers. A small Dandie

Dinmont, of the purest breed and excel

lently groomed, oddly suggested that he

too sprang from that old, forfeited family

home of which this London flat was all that

survived. He welcomed the visitor with the

easy good breeding that one expected from

such a dog in such a place.

The perspiration broke out upon Captain

Hugh Dearie's brow as he waited. He knew

that everything he had thought of saying

must remain unsaid ; that Margery Wilmot,

if she was like either her friend or her home,

was a much-injured woman; and that he was

playing the part of a cad.

The pause lengthened itself; his solitude

was unbroken. The grandfather's clock

ticked, like Longfellow's poem, " Foreverâ��

never!" in his burning ears. He strolled

about, hardly controlling his nervousness,

reading the titles of the rare editions in the

oak bookshelves, admiring the pictures, and

hearkening for an approaching footfall with

heart that each moment was perceptibly

nearer his boots. Just as he had decided to

turn and fly the door opened, and the Lady

of the Mist was before him.

She was not now dressed to face the

weather on an inclement night; she wore

something soft and trailing, about which all

he was sure of was that it was the right

thing to wear in that room. To him she

seemed far more beautiful than he had

believed her last night.

" 1 am sorry to have to tell you that Miss

Wilmot declines to see you," she said, with a

grave bow, on entering.

"Does she?" he echoed, in a relieved

voice. " Oh, well, I've done all I could,

haven't I ? " Then, as the fact struck him

in another light, " I hope that doesn't mean

that she's taking it very hard?" he anxiously

subjoined.

The girl crossed the room and took up her

position near the fire. She neither sat down

nor asked him to be seated. The lack of

cordiality in her manner struck him with a

sense of injury, though she had hardly

spoken. She held a letter in her hand. At

his question she glanced at him with a slight,

negligent laugh, indefinably insolent.

" Oh, dear, no ! " she said.

He approached cautiously, not too near.

" She is not taking it hard ? " he repeated,

very desirous to draw hopeful conclusions

from the fact, but doubtful because of a glint

in the lady's eye.

" Miss Wilmot showed me her lover's

letter. Any girl who could mourn the loss

of the man who wrote that letter must be

either a fool or â�� or â�� very hard up for a

lover," said she, sedately, and her particularly

delicate mouth curled in a way that it posi

tively made him wince to witness.

There was a pause. " Well," he said at

last, " since she takes it like that '

" Exactly. Since she takes it like that

there is obviously no more to be said," was

the answer. The accompanying smile re

vealed very perfect teeth, but did not convey

to the captain any idea of mirth.

" Miss Wilmot," she went on, " believes

that Captain Manners-Langton is likely to

wish to have her concurrence in the breaking
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shame increased. He was not wont to be

diffident or tongue-tied before women, but

he felt curiously abject now. Yet he must

make one effort. He slowly came over to

where she sat.

" At least," he said, " you will tell me your

name, won't you ? "

She lifted her pale, astonished facs and

large, luminous eyes from her work ; for a

moment she looked at him, as she might

have looked at a man who spoke to her in

the street. Then she rose, walked to the

door, and set it wide open.

" We judge people by their friends," said

she. " Forgive me if I say that the fact

of your friendship with Captain Manners-

Langton deprives me of all wish to be

further acquainted with you. I wish you a

good afternoon."

There was nothing for the captain but to

walk out like a beaten hound. With scarlet

face, shaking with rage and shame, he made

his escape, and exchanged the delicate, per

fumed atmosphere of that charming room for

the squalor of the public staircase.

Some two months after these events

Captain Manners-I^angton bestowed his hand

and his pedigree upon Miss Gladys Hopper,

whose father was a millionaire as the result

of vast and successful sales of bootlaces.

The funds thus acquired had enabled him to

send his son into the Army and to dispatch

his daughter out to India with a chaperon to

visit the young subaltern and to see if she

could not make such a match as should

establish the family's social position upon

foundations as secure as was its financial

basis.

Old Mr. Hopper's son-in-law had, per

haps, hardly realizedâ��for Gladys was very

pretty and her dresses were a dreamâ��how

much interest his new relations intended to

exact for the munificent settlements which

accompanied the bride.

He imagined himself genuinely in love :

yet somehow, in January, when a long frost

had spoilt the hunting and reduced life in

the shires to a solitude a deux with his bride,

he felt an urgent necessity to run up to town

for a few days, to look in at his club, and to

call on Hugh Dearie, who had indeed been

best man at the wedding, but had declined

his subsequent invitations.

" What shall we do to night ? One of the

halls ?" asked the bridegroom, eagerly.

" Jove ! How jolly it feels to be on one's

own! Marriage is awfully dull. I tell you

that in confidence."

"Depends on the wife, that, I should

imagine," muttered Hugh.

Manners-I.angton did not heed ; his eye

was running down the list of entertainments.

"A first night at the Hellenic. That is

usually worth seeing. A new play by a girl â��

at least, Brownsmith has been collaborating

with a girl, by all that's strange. Why do

you look like that ? "

"Thought you said one of the halls."

" Of course, you know who the girl is ? "

asked Dearie, grimly, pointing to the head

line, " By Clement Brownsmith and Margery

Wilmot."

" Well, a first night at the Hellenic is more

in your line, isn't it?"

" The deuce !" said Margery Wilmot's late

fiance. " Well, but I always thought she

might do something of the kind; she was

that sort. Let's go and see her play."

Dearie had no kind of objection to offer.

If his friend could go, why not he ? More

over, Miss \Vilniot might be called on after

the final curtain, and he had always such a

keen desire to know what she was like. At

any rate, she must be clever, or Brownsmith

would never have allowed her effort to be

coupled with his mighty name.

It was certainly a clever play. The

husband of Gladys Hopper gloated over its

merits between the acts.

" I'm not at all sure I didn't make a big

mistake over my marriage, Hugh," he said,

moodily. " I seem to have run clean through

that girl Gladys already. It's bad to confess,

but she bores me to extinction. Now,

Margery was so full of life and ideas. Why

didn't you hold me back from destruction ? "

" It was nothing to do with me,'' said

Dearie, in the sour, lowering way which he

always adopted whenever his embassy to

Notting Hill was under discussion. " I knew

nothing of Miss Wilmot, one way or the

other, only that you were tremendously sweet

on the other one."

Charlie heaved a long sigh. "If she can

do this at her age, she'll be a celebrated

woman, at the top of the tree, long before I

have succeeded in getting the mater to call

on all Gladys's unpresentable relations."

His repinings were cut short by the rise of

the curtain for the final act. When this was

over, the calls for author broke forth with a

good deal more than usual first-night vigour.

The drop-scene was slightly pushed aside,

and the successful actor-manager led on a

tall, willowy girl in white silk with a posy of

red roses. And Dearie could have groaned

aloud and cursed his folly and blindness;























The Two Bon - Bans.

BY FRED M. WHITE.

I.

HE little woman clung im

pulsively to Jim Stacey's

hands as if they were buoys

in a tempestuous sea and she

drowning in the social gulf for

want of a friend. And, indeed,

Mrs. Arthur Lattimer was in a sorry case, as

her pleading eyes would have told a less

astute observer than her companion.

As to the scene itself, it was set for

comedy rather than tragedy. Down below a

new Russian contralto was delighting the

ears of Lady Trevor's guests ; the rooms were

filled with all the best people; the little

alcove where Stacey was sitting was a mass

of fragrant Parma violets and cool, feathery

ferns; the electric lights were demurely

shaded ; indeed, Lady Trevor always made a

point of this discretion in her illuminations.

There was no chance for the present of

interruption, so that Stacey was in a position

to listen to his companion's story without

much fear of the inquisitive outsider.

Gradually the look of terror began to fade

from the grey eyes of Mrs. Arthur Lattimer.

" My dear lady," Stacey said, in his most

soothing tones, " I shall have to get you to

tell it me all over again. You see, I have

been out of town for the last two or three

days, and only received your hurried note an

hour ago. You will admit that stating a case

is not your strong point."

"What did I say?" Mrs. Lattimer asked.

" I am half beside myself with trouble. Did

I make it quite clear to you that I had lost

the great Asturian emerald ? "

" I gathered that," Stacey said. " I am

also under the impression that the emerald

was stolen."

" It was stolen," Mrs. Lattimer affirmed.

" I was wearing itâ��â��"

"Wearing it?" Stacey echoed. "Surely

that was a little indiscreet. But how came

the Empress of Asturia's jewel in your pos

session at all ? "

" I had better explain," Mrs. Lattimer went

on. " As you know perfectly well, my

husband is a dealer in precious stones. He

is probably the greatest man in this line

in Europe. You are also aware that the

Empress of Asturia is in London at the

present moment. She has a fancy to try to

match that priceless stone ; in fact, if possible,

she wanted two more like it. She came

Vol. xxxi.â��69.

very quietly to our house in Mount Street

and saw my husband on the subject. Of

course, he held out little hope of being able

to execute the commission, but he said that

he had heard of a couple of likely stones in

Venice, and that, if Her Majesty would leave

the emerald with him, he would see what he

could do. To make a long story short the

stone was left with him, and up to three or

four days ago was locked away in his safeâ��a

small safe that he keeps in his study."

" Lattimer showed you the stone, of

course ? "

" I have my husband pretty well in hand,"

Mrs. Lattimer laughed. " He showed me the

emerald the next day, and a sudden fancy to

wear it came over me with irresistible force.

It was no great matter for me to get possession

of the key of the safe. My husband was

away, too, for a night, and on Monday evening

I went to a bridge party at Rutland House,

wearing the emerald as a pin. I was just a

little frightened to find my borrowed gem so

greatly admired. We were having supper

about twelve o'clockâ��-a sort of informal

affair at a sideboard in the drawing-roomâ��

and I was induced to hand the stone round.

Without thinking, I unscrewed it from the

pin and stood there laughing and chatting

keeping my eyes open all the same."

" Knowing something of the kind of woman

who is a professional bridge-player ? " Stacey

laughed.

" Precisely," Mrs. Lattimer said. " There

were one or two present whom I would not

trust very far. Well, in some extraordinary

way the stone was lost. Nobody seemed to

know where it was ; nobody would confess

to having taken it. I am afraid I lost my

head for the moment. I know I said a few

hard things ; but there it isâ��that stone is

gone, and unless I can recover it by midday

to-morrow I am ruined, absolutely ruined."

" Your husband ? " Stacey hinted.

" Knows nothing. I have not dared to

tell him. I have waited till the last possible

moment on chance of the stone being

recovered. You see, I stole the key of the

safe and made my husband believe that he

had lost it. It is a wonderful safe of

American make, and no one in London can

unpick it. My husband telegraphed to New

York to the makers to send a man over, and

he arrives by the Celtic to-night. Unless the

stone can be found first "
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" Not yet. I have had her carefully

watched, and I have come to the conclusion

that her cousin, Ralph Adatnson, is in the

conspiracy. Of course, you know he is a

great admirer of Mrs. Beard's; there is

nothing wrong, but I am certain that he

would do anything for her. I know he was

at her house for a long time the day before

yesterday, and that he subsequently paid a

hurried visit to Amsterdam, where, I under

stand, it is a fairly easy matter to dispose

of stolen jewels. If he had been successful

with his errand, Mrs. Beard's bridge debts

would have been paid by now. But what is

the use of our talking like this ? You know

the whole story; you can see the dreadful

position I am in. Is there any possible way

of getting me out of the difficulty before

to-morrow afternoon ? "

" I have worked out some sort of a theme,"

Stacey said, thoughtfully. " Your letter was

very incoherent, but now that I know all the

facts I begin to feel sanguine. Tell me "

" Oh, I will tell you anything. Your very

presence gives me courage. I see that you

are going to ask me a question of the utmost

importance. What is it ? "

" It is important," Stacey said, gravely.

" I want you to try and remember exactly

what sort of bon-bons Mrs. Beard was eating

on the night that the robbery took place."

Mrs. Lattimer laughed in a vexed kind of

way. " What a frivolous creature you are ! "

she said. "As if a trivial thing like that

could possibly matter."

" My dear lady," Stacey said, in a deeply

impressive manner, "the point is distinctly

and emphatically precious. I pray of you not

to speak at random. Was it not somewhere in

the Far East that the accidental swallowing

of a grape-stone changed the destinies of a

nation ? Think it out carefully."

" You are a most extraordinary man," Mrs.

Lattimer said, almost tearfully. "So far as I

can recollect, the sweets in question were

chocblate fondants filled with almond paste.

Yes, I am quite sure that that is a fact, for

I remember Mrs. Beard saying that almond

paste was her favourite sweet."

" We are getting on," Stacey said. " My

education on the head of feminine gas

tronomy is somewhat limited, but I have a

hazy kind of idea that these particular

dainties are fairly large in size. They would

be nearly as big as my thumb, I suppose?"

" Quite that," Mrs. Lattimer said, gravely.

" Ah ! then your humble maker of romances

is not to be baffled. My way lies clear

before me. Now, one more question. Did

I not understand from Lady Trevor that Mrs.

Beard is going to put in an appearance here

to-night?"

"So I believe," Mrs. Lattimer replied.

" She is giving a dinner to semi-Royalty and

will not be here till comparatively late. I

feel certain she will come, because I saw

Ralph Adamson just now listening to the

new contralto."

Stacey rose gaily from his seat and fell to

admiring the banks of violets with which the

room was lined. He caught Mrs. Lattimer's

reproachful eye and smiled.

" A la bonne heure," he said. " Give

yourself no further anxiety. The curtain is

about to go up, the play will commence. If

that emerald is still in the possession of Mrs.

Aubrey Beard, I pledge you my word it shall

be restored to you before you sleep to-night.

Smile as you were wont to smile, and come

with me."

II.

THE great contralto had finished her song

amidst the tepid applause which passes for

enthusiasm in society, and for a moment the

proceedings seemed to languish. In the

great salon some two hundred of the chosen

ones had gathered, waiting like children for

someone to amuse them. A social enter

tainer followed, only to be received and

dismissed in chilling silence, which it is to

be hoped was somewhat compensated by the

size of his cheque. Stacey came cheerfully

forward and shook hands with his hostess.

" I began to think you were going to

throw me over," she said. " So awfully good

of you to offer to come here and amuse

these people. Upon my word, society

nowadays is worse than a set of school

children. What should we do without our

society entertainers? You have such clever

ideas! Is it possible that you have a new

sensation for us to-night ? "

Stacey intimated modestly that it was just

on the cards. He noticed the reproachful

way with which Mrs. Lattimer was regarding

him. He sidled up to her presently.

"It is all part of the system," he said.

" Like Mr. Waller's reduced counsels. It is

not when I smile that I am at my joyous

zenith. I am here to-night exclusively on

your business, and if I do play the clown

there will be a good deal of the tragedian

behind it. I promise you that there is a

large percentage of method in my madness."

There was a murmur among the languid

audience, a kind of electric thrill which was

in itself a compliment to Stacey. Apart

from his literary fame, as an originator of
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Something like a cry of dismay broke from

the unhappy Falconer, and the brilliant red

of his face turned to a ghastly white. As he

slipped away, Stacey turned to the audience

and inquired if anybody else there would

like to try the same experiment. Quite a

little knot of men came forward.

" Cannot I induce some of the ladies to

give me a chance ? " Stacey pleaded. " It

seems to me manifestly unfair "

" Fortunately for us we have no pockets,"

Lady Trevor cried. "We keep all those

things in our conscience. Positively, we

shall have to send Mr. Stacey to Coventry if

he does not hold his wonderful powers a

little more in hand. I dare say there are men

present who are so marvellously honourable

and pure-minded that they have nothing to

disclose. If there are any such here, let them

come forward for Mr. Stacey to experiment

upon."

" My dear Ada, what would be the use of

that ? " a frisky dowager shrieked at the top

of her voice. " We don't want to sit here

and listen to the simple annals of the good

young man who died, so to speak. Won't

someone kindly come forward â�� somebody

with a terrible past â�� and let Mr. Stacey

reveal the scandal for us ? "

A frivolous laugh followed this suggestion,

and somebody maliciously suggested that the

speaker herself might afford information for

many piquant revelations. A tall, military-

looking man came forward and suggested a

new variation of the interesting seance.

" Wouldn't it be much better," he said, " if

we changed possessions with one another and

gave Mr. Stacey a chance of guessing who

the different articles belong to ? "

" Wouldn't it be better," another man

remarked, " to drop all this nonsense and

proceed to something more rational ? After

all said and done, if Mr. Stacey can do this,

he can forecast where things are hidden at a

distance."

" Of course I can," Stacey said, with

cheerful assurance. " Would you like to try

me ? Will somebody be good enough to give

me a sheet of paper and envelope ? I should

prefer to have Lady Trevor's own letter-paper,

so that there could be no suggestion of con

federacy in the business. Will anybody come

forward and write a note for meâ��only just

a few words ? "

As Stacey spoke he glanced significantly at

Mrs. Lattimer, and indicated the man who

was standing by her side. She seemed to

understand by instinct exactly what he meant,

for as the paper and envelope came along she

snatched eagerly for it and placed it in the

hands of the man by her side.

"You do it, Mr. Adamson," she said

" We can always trust you, because you are

so cool and clear-headed, and if there is

anything wrong you can easily detect it."

The tall young man with the dark eyes and

waxed moustache shrugged his shoulders and

smiled. Someone pushed forward a small

table, on which stood an inkstand and a pen.

The would-be writer gave Stacey a super

cilious glance, and intimated that he was

ready to begin.

" That is very good of you," Stacey said.

" Just a few words. Writeâ��' It is not safe

where it is. Bring it with you to-night' No;

there is nothing more. Lady Trevor, will

you be good enough to hand me that little

silver basket of sweetmeats which I see on

the china cabinet behind you ? All I want

now is a small boxâ��a cardboard box, about

four inches square."

The whole audience was following the

experiment breathlessly by now. It was

almost pathetic to see the childlike way

with which they gaped at Stacey. They

watched him with breathless interest as he

folded the note and placed it in the card

board box. Then he very carefully picked

out a chocolate fondant from the silver basket

of sweetmeats and gravely placed it inside

the box.

" This particular confection is not exactly

what I wanted," he said, with the greatest

possible solemnity. "I should have preferred

a fondant filled with almond paste. This I

imagine to be Russian cream, but no matter.

I will now proceed to tie up the box and

place a name upon it. I will ask Lady Trevor

not to look at the name, but to get one of the

footmen to take it to the house for which it is

intended. That is all, for the present."

Lady Trevor signalled to a passing servant

and intimated that Stacey had best give the

box into his custody direct.

"You are to go at once," she said, "and

deliver this package at the address written on

the outside; but perhaps Mr. Stacey would

prefer that you placed it direct into the hands

of the person for whom it is intended ? "

"That was the idea," Stacey said. "I

shall have to crave your patience for half an

hour or so, and, meanwhile, I shall be only

too pleased to show you another form of

entertainment. Before doing that I should

like to have something in the way of supper

and a cigarette. Surely Mr. Adamson is not

going ! Oh, come, seeing that you are part

and parcel of my experiment I really cannot































That Hansom.

ANOTHER ADVENTURE OF SAM BRIGGS.

BY RICHARD MARSH.

AST Boxing Day !â��my word !

A day and a half that was.

After breakfast I started off

with Tom Edwards for a walk.

Called on Arthur Timmins at

Putney. His mother brought

out a bottle of sherry wine and a cake, and

everybody's health was drunk. Then Tom

and Arthur and I went over to Percy

Saunders, Wandsworth way, and if he did

not make us stop to dinner, all the three of

us ! After dinner Saunders wanted to come

with us to see a football match, which

Timmins was full of; but his wife said

straight out that if he did he would find her

missing when he came back ; so, as there

seemed to be a bit of breeze in the air, I and

Tom and Timmins left them to it.

A good match it was, though I could not

rightly say who it was between, one of the

players on one of the sides being a friend of

Timmins; but there was a good deal of

warmth about, though the day was cold.

The name of Timmins's friend was Charlie

Harris, and he was something like a player,

he was. He was not going to let any referee

sit on him, and so he told them plain. A

bumptious little chap that referee was, always

blowing his whistle, and when Charlie Harris

could put up with him no longer he simply

knocked him down. Then there was a nice

few minutes. Pretty nearly everybody started

fighting, though I could not quite see why.

Someone bashed in my hat and gave r~3 one

in the eye which I knew I should carry about

for a week. Charlie Harris, when he saw the

state I was in, he behaved like a real friend.

He took the three of us home to what he

called tea. It turned out he was a butcher,

and his was what you might describe as a

butcher's idea of tea. Pork chops and stout

we had, and as that is not what I have for

my teaâ��not as a general ruleâ��by the time I

had done in my share I did not seem to care

much what happened, and by way of finishing

up the evening in an appropriate and festive

manner, we started for a stroll round town.

The farther we strolled the more we felt

that it really was Boxing Day. And at last

we came to a house where there was a

hansom cabman who had been doing himself

too well even for Boxing Day. His cab was

at the door, and he offered to sell it to any

one who would give him the price of another

quart. Whether the cab was or was not his

to sell I don't know, but they persuaded me

to give him the price of a quart, and then,

according to them, his cab was mine. They

took off his badge and put it on to me, he

wishing me a " Merry Christmas " while they

were doing it, in spite of my explaining to

him that, accurately speaking, Christmas

might be said to be past, and then they went

with me outside and helped me up to the

box, or whatever they call the thing which is

at the back of a hansom cab. There is no

doubt that for uncomfortableness the seat of

a hansom cabman is bad to beat; and so I

told them as I was settling down.

" If I don't take care," I said, " I shall

tumble off this," I said, " and if I do tumble

there'll be damage done. I think I'll get

down before there's an accident, if you don't

mind." But they would not have it.

" You're all right," said Timmins, who was

not what I should call quite himself. " All

you've got to do is to catch hold of the reins,

and before you get that cab home you'll have

made a fortune."

" Excuse me," I replied, " but I don't see

how I am going to do that, considering that

I don't know where I am."

" You're driving a hansom cab, that's

where you are ; and very well you do it,

Sam ; you might have been doing it all your

life."

" I may be driving a hansom cab," I

explained, " or I may not; but that's not

what I mean when I say I don't know where

I am. What I want to know is, is this

Westbourne Park or is it Lambeth Marsh ? "

â��the plain fact being that we had been

doing so much strolling about that I really

had lost my bearings altogether. Before

they could answer, a gentleman came rushing

across the road.

"Hi, cabman!" he cried. "Get me to

Euston Station inside twenty minutes and

I'll give you half a sovereign ! "

The gentleman took me aback. The idea

of me going in for fares, and driving people

about as if I really was a regular cabman,

had never entered my mind not for a single

second. I was just about to explain that I

was merely sitting up at the back of some

body else's hansom cab for the sake of a

little joke, by way of winding up the festive

season, when Charlie Harris, who certainly

ought to have known better, took the gentle

man by the arm and helped him in, before I
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again about fifteen miles an hour. All the

people had come out of the public-house to

see the fun, and when we went off they all

cheered. Anyone who felt less like cheering

than I did it would be hard to find.

When I was younger I used occasionally

to drive a goat-chaise at the seaside, and I

remember once holding the reins of a char-a-

banc while the driver went inside to get

some refreshment; but beyond that I could

not say that I had had much to do with

horses; and considering that I was swaying

about upon that perch at the back, expecting

to find myself every moment I did not know

where, and that the reins had got crossed or

something, so that when I pulled the right

one the horse went to the left, and when I

pulled the left he went to the right, which I

was convinced was what did not ought to

happen, it was a position in which, as a driver

of a hansom cab, it would have been as well

that I should have had more experience of

driving than I really had had.

It was latish, pretty near to closing time,

and about there there was no traffic to speak

of, so that the corkscrew style we had of

going along, first on one side of the road and

then on the other, did not attract so much

notice as it might have done. How it was

going to end was what I wondered, because

stop that horse I soon found was more than

I could do. Whether his master had any

little trick of his own for stopping him I

could not say ; I only wished I could say.

All I know is that every time I gave a pull

at the reins he gave a kind of jump and went

off faster than ever, making for the other side

of the road, as if he thought that that was

what I wanted, which showed what kind of

animal he really was. What my sensations

were as we went careering down that road

will be understood when I mention that I

had clean forgotten there was a gentleman

inside, till all of a sudden he pushed up the

trap-door in the roof, and a voice came out of

it which gave me a start which nearly finished

me.

"Do you know," that voice said, "you

nearly murdered me starting the way you

did? I must have knocked my head against

something which drove the senses right out

of it, because I've only just come back to

consciousness to find myself inside your cab ;

my head's still going round and round like a

teetotum, so perhaps you'll explain what you

mean by your behaviour."

The ridiculousness of asking me to do a

thing like that; as if my head was not going

round and round as bad as his, and I was

game to bet a good deal worse. I said

nothing, but I held on to the reins as tight

as I dared, and I gritted my teeth, and

hoped that I should find out some dodge to

get that horse to understand that I should

be obliged if he would stop.

Up came the voice through the trap

door.

" Did you hear what I said ? "

" Yes, I heard," I told him.

" Then why don't you speak ? I believe

there's something injured inside of me; I

feel queer all over."

"That's all right," I said. "Don't you

worry ; let's hope you won't feel any worse

by the time we've finished."

The voice sounded waspish.

" Don't you speak to me like that; I won't

have it. How far are we from Euston ? "

" No idea," I said.

The voice sounded more waspish than it

did before.

" What do you mean by talking in this

way? Didn't you hear me tell you I wanted

to be at Euston inside twenty minutes ? "

" I heard something about it, but it was

no business of mine what you wanted."

There was a sound inside the cab as if

something had happened.

" You insolent scoundrel ! Where are

we?"

"That," I said, "is what I should like to

know myself."

" Do you mean to tell me that you've lost

your way ? "

" I've no more idea where we are than

you have. I'm a stranger in these parts."

" A . stranger ! W'hy, good gracious, I've

only eight minutes to catch my train. Shall

I do it?"

" You'll owe it to the horse if you do ;

you'll owe nothing to me. Perhaps he's

more intelligent than he seems; up to the

present I haven't got to his intelligence

myself, but there's no knowing."

" But I must catch my trainâ��I must! "

"Then let's hope you'll do it; but I

shouldn't like to bet on it myself."

" I insist on your telling me where we

are."

" I can tell you we're alive, and if this

animal takes it into his head to pull up

before there's much mischief done we shall

keep on being alive, but that's all I can tell

you."

" Stop your horse at once."

"I wish I could. It's what I've been

trying to do ever since I've been up

here."
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uncomfortable feeling of a fresh sort, and

goodness knows I had already had uncom

fortable feelings enough and to spare.

I have seen and heard enough of police

men to be aware how off-handed they can be,

and what a trick they sometimes have of

locking you up first and asking questions

afterwards; and when I saw that one it sud

denly struck me that I had no more right to

be where I was than I had to break into the

Bank of England. He might accuse me of

stealing that cab, for all I could tell. If he

found out that I was an unlicensed person

driving another man's hansom that would be

sufficient to make it a case of the police-

station for me, as safe as houses. The idea

sent cold shivers all down my back, and I

was cold enough to start with. The joke had

been all on one side as it was, and if I was to

spend Boxing Night in a lock-up and then be

brought before a magistrate in the morning,

that would be a joke, that would. At the

least it might be twenty shillings and costs or

a month, and then where should I be ?

Especially considering that I had to be at

the office at eight o'clock to the tick. It was

no good talking to him about the outrageous

treatment I had been subjected toâ��and by

those, mind you, who called themselves my

friends. "What I had to do was to look pleasant,

and make out that I had been driving a

hansom cab since the days of my early child

hood, and try to. settle myself on the thing

they called a seat so that I should not feel

every moment as if I was going to fall off;

which would have been easier if I had not felt

so uncertain in my mind as to what that horse

would take it into his head to do next.

" That horse of yours fresh ? " asked the

policeman.

" He is a little that way," I answered â�¢ if

he wasn't that, then he was something else.

" Got a bit out of hand ? "

" He did a bit"; I could have sworn

that safely !

" Yet he doesn't look as if he was over

and above fresh."

" Some do and some don'tâ��you never can

tell; some look one thing and some look

another, and that's what it is."

Something in what I said, or in the way

I said it, seemed to strike him. He glanced

up at me with what I should call a touch of

sharpness.

" You look very young to be up there."

I felt it; if he had only known how young

he would have been surprised : but it would

never have done to have told him so. So I

did a little dodging.

Vol. xxxi.â��72.

" There you are againâ��you never can tell

what a man's age is from his appearance.

Look at youâ��in the prime of life, I dare say ;

and yet you look as if you were almost too

young to be a policeman, from where I am."

That seemed to rile him, though I don't

know why. He struck me as being quite a

decent-looking young chap, for a policeman.

" I don't know how old you are, but I do

know you're not big enough to drive a

hansom cab. Why, your legs are dangling

in the air and your feet don't even touch the

footboard."

Now, the question of my size is a delicate

one with me. While not holding with your

giants, I am aware that I might, without

much harm being done, be the merest

fraction taller than I am. So I let him have

one for himself.

" We don't make ourselves," I said. " I

dare say if we had," I said, " you'd have

taken a little off your width and added it to

your height."

There was what I have heard described as

an ominous pause. That policeman was, we

will say, plumpish. If I had known what

was the matter with the reins, and that horse

had had any intelligance, I should have

driven off; but, as it was, I had to wait and

give him a chance of getting back at me.

He took out his pocket-book, and his tone

was grim.

" U'here's your badge ? " he asked. I was

ready for him there; I showed him the

other party's badge. He took down the

number ; it looked as if there might be

trouble coming for the gentleman who ought

to have been where I was. Then he asked

a question which was in the way of something

like a facer. " What's your name and

address?" he said.

While I was wondering what I should like

him to think it was, another policeman came

up, as if one at a time was not enough.

The very first question he put to me showed

his unfriendliness.

"What do you mean, cabman, by taking

your horse across the road like that ? "

His tone was nasty.

" Excuse me," I explained, " I did not

take my horse ; it was my horse took me."

"That," said policeman No. i, "is how he

answers when you speak to him. I was taking

his name and address when you came up."

" Quite right," said policeman No. 2.

" It's a wonder there weren't half-a-dozen

accidents. From the way he brought that

horse and cab of his across the road I should

say he couldn't drive."
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I could not; but at that moment it was

not for me to say so. People were gathering

round, there was getting quite a crowd; I

was getting more uncomfortable than everâ��

there was something so disagreeable about

those policemen's mannersâ��when suddenly

somebody said, speaking as if he thought he

was someone : "Officer, I require a cab."

That policeman with the pocket-book, as

if he felt he had gone too far with me, and

was disposed to change the subjectâ��and it

was well for him he wasâ��moved forward.

"A hansom, sir?" he said. "Here's a

hansom."

The gentleman who had spoken came into

view.

" Oh, is that a hansom ?" he observed.

"Then why wasn't I informed?"

It was not necessary for him to make any

further remark ; that was more than enough

to show how he had been spending Boxing

Night. A regular swell, he was â��top hat, fur

coat, and all, dressed up to the nines all

round, he was. That policeman smelt some

thing for himself at the sight of him.

" Yes, sir ; this is a hansom, and the

driver hits a good horse, and he can drive it."

" He'd better ; he's not to let him stand on

his head, because I won't have it."

" No, sir ; I shouldn't. You hear, driver ?

You're not to let your horse stand on his

head, because the gentleman won't have it."

Some of them laughed. They were begin

ning to enjoy themselves, which was a good

deal more than I was. The notion of being

supposed to drive somebody else somewhere,

and him a swell who had been overdoing it,

was one I did not like at all. It was all very

well to laugh at the idea of the horse standing

on his head, but if he wanted to he would,

for all I could do to stop him, and that was

certain. So I interfered.

" Look here," I said, " this won't do at

any price ; I'm not taking any more fares.

I'm going to my stable at onceâ��that's where

I'm going."

The difficulty was that I could not own up

how I really was placed in the presence of

those two policemen ; and that's what made

it so awkward. Of course, they took advan

tage of me at once.

" Talk sense," said the one who had

taken the old gentleman in hand. " You're

plying for hire. I just saw a fare get out of

your cab. You take the gentleman where he

wants to go."

" I shall write to the papers if he doesn't,"

said the gentleman. " And, what's more, I

sha'n't pay him anything either."

"Very proper, too, sir ; don't you pay him

anything if he doesn't drive you where you

want to go. And where might you want him

to drive you, sir ? "

The policeman handed him into the cab.

Rather tottery he was, but he did manage to

get in ; I felt him drop with a thud on the

seat. Wonderful how shaky a hansom seems

when yi.u are hoping you won't fall off the

thing stuck up in the air at the back.

" My name is William Shepherd," said

the gentleman, very solemn and serious â��

" William Shepherd : and I want him to

drive me home. Everyone knows where I

live. And, officer, here's half a crown for

yourself."

" Thank you very much, sir. I rather

fancy the driver's an ignorant man, sir ;

hadn't you better tell me where you live,

and then I'll let him know ?"

But the gentleman would not have it.

" If the driver is an ignorant man, officer,

then why is he driving a hansom cab to the

public danger ? In these days, when the

ratepayers are being robbed to pay for other

people's education, I ask you why. And let

me tell you I won't have it." All at once he

got quite warm. I do not know what took

him, but he did. He stood on the..front of

the cab and waved his stick in the air.

" Why am I being kept waiting ? If an

ignorant driver won't start his horse, then I

will."

And he did. He brought down his stick

on the horse with a regular crack ; more of

a crack, I dare say, than he meant. The

horse seemed taken aback, as if he wanted to

know what he had been doing to be used

like that. Up went his heels ; over went

the gentleman into the policeman's arms.

The policeman, as if surprised to find him

coming, lay down on the pavement, with the

gentleman on top. And that was the last I

saw of them. Apparently that horse had had

about enough of it; I expect he had found

my style of driving a little trying, and the

crack with that stick was the final straw. Off

he wentâ��my word, he did go ! How I hung

on was a marvel. To be frank, I was wonder

ing whether to keep trying to hang on, or to

drop at once and chance it. But I concluded

that there would not be much chance about

it if I did drop; so I decided to stick while

I could.

After all, that policeman was rightâ��that

horse was fresh ; he must have been, the way

he went. The cab was first on one wheel,

then on the other ; how it managed to keep

on one at all was a mystery; there was me
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ILLIONS of years agoâ��just

how many we cannot even

roughly determineâ��the earth

was not the hind-bound, sea-

swept globe so familiar to us,

but a liquid mass on which

floated a crust some thirty-five miles thick.

At that inconceivably remote period it turned

on its axis, not once in our present day of

twenty-four hours, but at a constantly-

increasing speed that finally shortened the

day to three hours. When that terrific

velocity was attainedâ��a velocity over sixteen

times faster than the flight of the fastest rifle

bulletâ��a cataclysm of stupendous magnitude

occurred. Five thousand cubic million miles

of matter were hurled off by the enormous

centrifugal force of the earth, to leave it for

ever. In that terrestrial convulsion our

moon was born.

The cleaving of so large a body as the

earth must have left some scar on its surface.

It has accordingly been suggested that

perhaps the great basin now occupied by the

Pacific Ocean was once filled by llie moon ;

but the theory, although incapable of either

proof or refutation, is at least a splendid piece

of scientific speculation.

Unique as was its origin, the moon presents

other singularities. It has the distinction of

being the largest of all planetary satellites ; so

large, indeed, that to the inhabitants of Mars

it must appear with the earth as a wonderfully

beautiful twin planet.

Because the moon rotates on its axis in

exactly the same time that it revolves around

the earth we are destined to see little more

than one hemisphere; and that little we ste

because of a peculiar swaying motion, called

libration, that enables us to catch just a

glimpse of the other side. Much as

astronomers would like to study the face

that is for ever turned from us, it is reason

able to infer that it differs in no important

respect from that which we see each month.

So slow is the moon's rotation on its axis

that the lunar day is equal to fifteen of our

days. For half a month the moon is exposed

to the fierce heat of the sun; for half a

month it spins through space in the densest

gloom.

Smaller in mass than the earth as it is, the

moon's attraction for bodies must be corre

spondingly less. That circumstance has a

most important bearing on the physical con

dition of the moon, for it explains to a

certain extent the enormity of its craters and

the loftiness of its mountain peaks. A good

terrestrial athlete could cover about one

hundred and twenty feet on the moon in a

running broad jump. Indeed, leaping over

a barn would be a very commonplace feat.

A man in the moon could carry six times as

much and run six times as fast as he could

on the earthâ��all because the moon attracts

bodies with but one-sixth of the force of the

earth. Thus it happens that lunar volcanic

upheavals piled up mountains that tower

considerably higher than those of the Alps.

Although separated from us by a distance

that at times reaches two hundred and fifty-

three thousand miles, and is never less than

two hundred and twenty-two thousand miles,

we know more of the physical formation of

the single pallid face that the moon ever

turns toward us than we know of certain parts

of Asia and the heart of Africa. Powerful

telescopes have brought our satellite within

a distance of forty miles of the earth.

Physicists have mathematically weighed it and

fixed its mass at one-eightieth of the earth's,

or seventy-three trillion tons. Astronomers

have studied, photographed, and mapped its

great, dark plains, to which the name of

maria, or seas, was inappropriately given cen

turies ago, when their true nature was mis

understood ; its scores of lofty mountain

chains ; its straight, trough-like valleys and

silver-fringed abysses ; its thousands of extinct

craters ; its hundreds of so-called " rills," or

narrow linear depressions ; and its curious,

radiant bright streaks. Some of these

features have been named after great astro

nomers, and after terrestrial landmarks of

similar character. The more prominent

formations were christened in the early days

of astronomy with picturesquely inaccurate

Latin names, which still cling with traditional

tenacity. The great black patches, at that

time mistaken for vast bodies of water, to

this day bear such suggestive designations as

the Sea of Conflicts, the Sea of Clouds, the

Sea of Nectar, the Sea of Showers; while

other expanses are still called, with poetic

unfitness, the Lake of Death, the Lake of

Dreams, the Marsh of Sleep, the Bay of

Rainbows, and the Bay of Dew. Great astro

nomers have been remembered in the craters,

Tycho, Copernicus, Kepler, Ptolmasus, and

others. The highest of all lunar eminences,
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volcanic disturbance, which has left its mark

round about for a hundred miles in numerous

chasms and rents.

Ever since the days of Galileo, the first

astronomer who ever saw the moon through

a telescope and the first man who recognised

its mountainous character, these craters have

given rise to endless discussion. Indeed, all

theories of the moon's revolution may be

said to begin with them. Whether they are

the results of the impact of countless

meteorites, as some astronomers hold ;

whether they are the products of giant

bubbles that have burst; or whether they

are simply volcanoes will in all likelihood

never be known. Volcanic agitations of

some sort did occurâ��this much is certain.

That most of the craters are extinct is also

certain. But whether some of them may

not be still active is a question that has of

late years given rise to an intensely interest

ing scientific debate.

The astronomers of the old school, the

men who have given us what may be called

the old moonâ��a lifeless, cold, desolate orbâ��

taught that all the craters were dead, that the

moon had no atmosphere at all, and that,

therefore, it could not have water and could

not sustain life. The astronomers of the

new school, the men who have given us the

new moon, teach that the moon's craters are

not all extinct, that there is photographic

proof of an exceedingly rare lunar atmo

sphere, that great expanses of snow and ice

cover certain portions, and that there is

evidence of regularly occurring changes,

explained most simply and satisfactorily by

the growth and decay of vegetation.

Perhaps the most assiduous and most con

vincing of the many investigators who have

sought to overthrow the notions of the

moon's pitiful desolationâ��notions that have

prevailed for decadesâ��is Professor William

H. Pickering, of Harvard University. In

the course of many years' study he has

gathered an overwhelming mass of data, that

bid fair to dethrone the theories of the past

and to illuminate many a dark spot in our

knowledge of the moon.

To prove the persistence of lunar volcanic

activity reliance is placed chiefly on a little

crater called Linn^, after the famous natu

ralist I.innxus. Ever since we have known

anything about it at all Linn6 has been

undergoing remarkable changes. On the old

maps one observer notes it as a crater of

moderate size; another, a century later,

describes it as a "very small, round, brilliant

spot." Measured in the days of modern

instruments, it appears sometimes as a crater

four miles in diameter, sometimes six miles

in diameter, and then shrinks to its present

size of about three-quarters of a mile.

Surely a dead volcano cannot alter its shape

so decidedly ! Still another proof of erup

tion is afforded by a splendid crater sixty

miles in diameter, called Plato, and by dense

clouds of white vapour rising from a tortuous

cleft known as Schroeter's Valley. So

minute have been the observations of these

startling phenomena that their accuracy

cannot be seriously called into question ;

and the activity of at least a few craters may

be safely proclaimed.

If there be craters on the moon that are

anything but extinct they must expel some

thing. Judged by the discharges of our

earthly volcanoes, that something must be

water and carbonic acid gas.' Water cannot

possibly exist as a liquid ; for the temperature

of the moon's surface during the long lunar

night is probably not far from four hundred

and sixty degrees below the zero mark of a

Fahrenheit thermometer, and the atmospheric

pressure is so low that a gas under pressure

would solidify as it escaped. Ice and snow

are the forms, then, which lunar water must

assume. Is there any evidence of it ?

Hundreds of " craterlets " are lined with a

silvery coating that gleams dazzlingly when

the sun shines full upon them. Capping the

loftier peaks the same silver glow may be

seen. On the slopes of the greater mountain

chains, on the ramparts of huge craters, the

silvery sheen casts its halo, fading away

strangely as the sun rises higher and higher,

and reappearing at sunset just before the long,

cold lunar night sets in. From many of the

craters, notably from Tycho, long white rays

spread out for hundreds of miles- enigmas

in the old moon of a generation ago, but in

the new moon of to-day deep crevices illumi

nated only when the sun is high in the lunar

heavens. What is this silvery substance

that caps the Apennines of the moon, gleams

on the slopes, and radiates from the craters ?

According to the new school it is simply ice

and snow, collecting at the poles, on summitsl

and in the very places where it ought to

collect. Moreover, it partly explains the

curious changes that occur at different times

of the lunar day in the size of the crater

Linne, the " very small, round, brilliant spot "

previously mentioned; it explains the illu

mination of deep, snow-bottomed pits and

abysses that are inky black at sunrise and

sunset, and brilliantly white when the sun

shines directly into them; and it explains
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Professor Pickering and his adherentsâ��

vegetation that flourishes luxuriantly while

the sun shines and withers when night falls.

Given a planet on which the temperature

probably never rises above the melting-point

of ice, on which water-vapour and carbonic

acid gas are discharged by volcanoes, is there

anything in the nature of things why vegeta

tion should not exist? It has been pointed

out that certain lichens grow in regions of the

earth where the temperature never rises above

the freezing point. The intense cold of the

moon is, therefore, not a conclusive objection

against the flourishing of plant life. A single

day, it may be urged, is not sufficiently long

for the development and decay of vegeta

tion ; but sixteen hours on the moon are

little more than half an hour on the earth ;

a day lasts half a month, and may well be

regarded as a miniature season. The absence

of storms on the moon and the fact that a

branch would be urged upward with but

one sixth the effort required on the earth are

inestimable advantages of this mooted lunar

vegetation over terrestrial plant life.

That there may have been water on the

moon eras ago few astronomers are prepared

to deny. To account for the manner of its

very rapid disappearance â�� for there are no

marks of water erosion on the moonâ��is a

problem which they have not succeeded in

solving with general unanimity. Evaporation

no doubt played its part, and may, perhaps,

account for the drying up of smaller lakes,

but not of whole oceans.

Some theories have been advanced that

outdo anything the most vivid imagination of

a sensational journalist has conceivedâ��

reinforced, however, by scholarly if un

convincing mathematical testimony. One

astronomer published an elaborate argument

in which he ingeniously sought to prove that

all the water of the moon must have slipped

somehow around to the unseen side, basing

his conclusions on a supposed and ungranted

difference of thirty-three miles in the moon's

centre of gravity and centre of figure.

Another theorist suggested, with considerable

force, that because the moon is much smaller

than the earth it must have cooled with

greater rapidity, and that the consequent con

traction must have produced yawning caverns

in the interior into which the lunar oceans

Vol. xxxL-73.

poured. No absolutely faultless speculation

has been advanced. And, even if it were

faultless, it would lack the saving grace of

scientific proof.

Water there must have been on the moon

at some remote period. Winding canyons

that resemble dried river-beds have been dis

covered by Professor Pickering. If streams

ever flowed over these beds they differed

hugely from our terrestrial watercourses ; for

instead of running into a lake or sea, as our

rivers do, the lake or sea flowed into the river.

Because of the present paucity of water

the moon's atmosphere is so exceedingly rare

that startling effects are produced. Perhaps

the most striking phenomenon due to this

atmospheric rarity is the rising of the sun.

Dawn and the soft golden glow that usher in

terrestrial day there cannot be. The sun

leaps from the horizon a flaming sickle, and

the loftier peaks immediately flash into light.

There is no azure sky to relieve the

monotonous effects of inky-black shadows

and dazzling white expanses. The sun

gleams in fierce splendour, with no clouds

to diffuse its blinding light. All day long it

is accompanied by the weird zodiacal light

that we behold at rare intervals. Even in

midday the heavens are pitch-black, so that,

despite the sunlight, the stars and planets

gleam with a brightness that they never

exhibit to us even on the clearest of moonless

nights at sea. They shine steadily, too ; for

it is the earth's atmosphere that causes them

to twinkle to our eyes. In the line of sight

it is impossible to estimate distances, for

there is no such phenomenon as aerial

perspective. Objects are seen only when

the rays of the sun strike them.

Wonderful as are the strides that have

been made in increasing the known facts

about our satellite, we have still much to

learn. Our best map of its visible surface, a

marvel of accuracy, represents it only on a

scale of i to 1,780,000â��quite insufficient to

show even the changes that are occurring on

the earth.

It may be said that, if all the knowledge of

the earth possessed by a man on the moon

were of the kind we possess relating to the

moon, he might agree with the astronomers

of the old moon in picturing our earth as an

arid and dreary sphere.
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white tape through'' the beach-grass and

sweet-fern.

" The tanks â�� the oxygen ! " she cried.

" Why can't it come ? Why can't they

bring it ?" The picture of some baggage

man rolling one of the blue steel tanks

leisurely across a platform at some junction

came to her. She could see him set it down

with a careless sigh of relief; not a thought

would he have that in that tank was a life

and her happiness ! He would look at the

tank with a careless eye and kick a ring

ing vibration out of it and light his pipe

contentedly.

The nurse, mistaking the door for the

cupboard, opened it a crack before she knew

her mistake. The doctor's words came in :

" It's now or never. Fight, fight, fight, eh ?

He's unconscious. Rally ! Come on ! Come

on ! If he can'tâ��he's gone. I shall lose

him, eh ? Here, nurse, take this syringeâ��

we're at the finish."

Frances sickened. Her lips were white.

She blew out the candle, making her way to

the window through the grey, sparse light of

the promised dawn. A tern rose from its

fishing on the shallows, and, wheeling, flew

to the wind-break of the sand-dunes.

She remembered the portents that the

Romans inferred from the flight of birds.

Was it to the right or to the left which

boded evil ? Her baby stirred as if he felt

the influence of the augury and moved

uneasily, hearing the drums of the new day,

already upon the march. Frances quietly

left the room and went into the hall. It was

the only other place where she could be near

at hand should the one eternal, indispensable

moment come.

The breeze from the sea swept in from the

open door below, bringing the sound of the

monotonous tread of her husband's older

brother up and down the porch. Two other

women sat nerve-taut and ear-strained some

where beneath, but even they could not

understand. Edward's sister loved him, but

Edward was not to his sister the whole of life.

She stood there, her muscles strained in a

pathetic attempt to bring the tears to her

dry eyes, until the door of the awful chamber

opened, exposing the hushed yellow light and

the doctor coming heavily out of the room.

In the darkness that followed the closing

she heard the doctor's breath, and did not

dare to speak.

" I lose," said he, softly, with a startling

break in his voice. There was no sorrow in

it; it was merely the despair of a beaten man.

He struck a match for his cigarette, and the

light showed the drawn lines of his face and

the beads of perspiration standing upon the

breadth of his forehead. " I have failed,"

said he.

The words thrust Frances back against the

banisters. At the noise he looked up quickly

and, recovering himself, leaned forward.

" Stop ! " he exclaimed, with â�¢ purposeful

harshness. "He is not dead."

" You lose, you lose, you lose !" she choked.

He gently took the candle from her hand

and lit it, and examined her face to know how

much he might tell her.

" You have failedâ��failed ! " cried she.

" Listen," he answered, firmly. " I wanted

to get him out of danger during the time

before we get the oxygen. I have failed.

He is still in dangerâ��much danger. But

I think he may live."

Once more he raised the candle, studying

her face, noting the lines beneath her

brown eyes, her pallor, the rise and fall

of her breathing. Finally he spoke to her

softly :â��

" You are a brave womanâ��a strong girl.

Your body will stand much, and your mind

â��that will stand more than your body. I

have done what I couldâ��the nurse will do

what she can. But it's a thin thread,

and "â��she lifted her head courageously

high as he paused. The pause was like the

pause when an executioner's axe hangs

backâ��" and your husband has stopped

fighting against it. He won't even take

food. That's always the way. He may

not live."

" Stopped fighting ? " she cried. " And

what are the chances if he lives till we get

oxygen ?"

"If he should happen to live until thenâ��

good, good."

" Stopped fighting against it," she repeated.

" Heaven watch me !â��I will make him fight."

The doctor's blue eyes narrowed for an

instant; his thin lips moved. " Send the

nurse out when you go in," he then said,

briskly. He was a good actor. " I have

some directions for her."

" My hair," said she, catching her breath.

" Just see ; and this gown. I must look well

â��I must look well when I go to him."

" Five minutes " he began.

" Yes, yes, five minutes," she answered,

and slipped away.

Presently she came back. The doctor had

once seen a shot-torn seagull trying to clean

the blood from its white breast. There was

a resemblance.

" The delirium is intermittent," he said-
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what Una admired most was his great bronze

helmet with a red horse-tail that flicked in

the wind. She could hear the long hairs rasp

on his shimmery shoulder-plates.

" What does the Faun mean," he said,

half aloud to himself, " by telling me the

Painted People have changed ? " He caught

sight of Una's yellow head. " Have you seen

a painted lead-slinger ?>; he called.

" No-o," said Una " But if you've seen a

bullet "

" Seen ? " cried the man. " It passed within

a hair's breadth of my ear."

" Well, that was me. I'm most awfully

sorry."

" Didn't the Faun tell you I was coming ? "

He smiled.

" Not if you mean Puck. I thought you

were a Gleason cow. Iâ��I didn't know you

were aâ��a What are you ? "

He laughed outright, showing a set of

splendid teeth. His face and eyes were

dark, and his eyebrows met above his big

nose in one bushy black bar.

"They call me Parnesius. I have been a

Centurion of the Seventh Cohort of the

Thirtieth Legionâ��the Ulpia Victrix. Did

you sling that bullet ?"

" I was using Dan^ tweakerâ��catapult, I

mean," said Una.

" Catapults ! " said he. " I ought to know

something about them. Show me ! "

He leaped the rough fence with a rattle of

spear, shield, and armour, and hoisted himself

into Volaterrae as quietly as a shadow.

"A sling on a forked stick, /understand!"

he cried, and pulled at the elastic. " But

what wonderful beast yields this stretching

leather ? "

" It's laccyâ��elastic. You put the bullet

into that loop, and then you pull hard."

The man pulled, and hit himself square on

his thumb-nail.

" Each to his own weapon," he said,

gravely, handing it back. " I am better with

the bigger machine, little maiden. But it's a

pretty toy. A wolf would laugh at it. Aren't

you afraid of wolves ? "

" There aren't any," said Una.

" Never believe it! A wolf's like a North

man. He comes when he isn't expected.

Don't they hunt them here ? "

" We don't hunt," said Una, remembering

what she had heard from grown-ups. " We

preserveâ��pheasants. Do you know them ? "

"I ought to," said the young man, smiling

again, and he imitated the cry of the cock-

pheasant so perfectly that a bird answered

out of the wood.

"What a big painted clucking fool is a

pheasant," he said. "Just like some Romans !"

" But you're a Roman yourself, aren't you ? "

said Una.

"Ye-es and no. I'm one of a good few

thousands who have never seen Rome except

in a picture. My people have lived at Vectis

for generations. Vectis. The island West

yonder that you can see from so far in clear

weather."

" Do you mean the Isle of Wight ? It

lifts up just before rain, and you see it from

the Downs."

"Very likely. Our Villa's on the South

edge of the Island, by the Broken Cliffs.

Most of it is two hundred years old, but the

cow-stables, where our first ancestor lived,

must be a hundred years older. Oh, quite

that, because the founder of our family had

his land given him by Agricola at the Settle

ment. It's not a bad little estate for its

size. In spring-time violets grow down to

the very beach. I've gathered sea-weeds for

myself and violets for my Mother many a

time with our old nurse."

" Was your nurse aâ��a Romaness too ? "

"No, a Numidian. Gods be good to her!

A dear, fat, brown thing with a tongue like

a cow-bell. She was a free woman. By the

way, are you free, maiden ? "

"Oh, quite," said Una. "At kast, till

tea-time; and in summer our governess

doesn't say much if we're late."

The young man laughed againâ��a proper

understanding laugh.

" I see," said he. " That accounts for

your being in the wood. We hid among

the cliffs."

" Did you have a governess then ?"

" Did we not ? A Greek, too. She had

a way of clutching her dress when she

hunted us among the gorze-bushes that made

us laugh. Then she'd say she'd get us

whipped. She never did, though, bless her !

Aglaia was a thorough sportswoman, for all

her learning."

" But what lessons did you doâ��whenâ��

when you were little ? "

" Ancient history, the Classics, arithmetic,

and so on," he answered. " My sister and I

were thickheads, but my two brothers (I'm

the middle one) liked those things, and, of

course, Mother was clever enough for any

six. She was nearly as tall as I am, and she

looked like the old statue on the Cunetio

Roadâ��the Demeter of the Baskets ! And

funny ! Roma Dea ! How Mother could

make us laugh ! "

" What at ? "
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" Little jokes and sayings that every family

has. Don't you know ?"

" I know we have, but I didn't know other

people had them too," said Una. "Tell me

about all your family, please."

" Good families are very much alike.

Mother would sit spinning of evenings while

Aglaia read in her corner, and Father did

accounts, and we four romped about the

passages. When our noise grew too loud

the Pater would say, ' Less tumult! Less

tumult !' Have you never heard of a

Father's right over his children ? He can

slay them, my dearsâ��slay them dead, and

the Gods highly approve of the action !

Then Mother would prim up her dear mouth

over the wheel and answer: ' H'm ! I'm

afraid there can't be much of the Roman

F'ather about you !' Then the Pater would

roll up his accounts, and say, ' I'll show

you !' and thenâ��then, he'd be worse than

any of us ! "

" Fathers canâ��if they like," said Una, her

eyes dancing.

"Didn't I say all good families are very

much the same ? "

" What did you do in summer ?" said

Una. " Play about, like us ? "

" Yes, and we visited our friends. There

are no wolves in Vectis. We had many

friends, and as many ponies as we wished."

" It must have been lovely," said Una.

" I hope it lasted for ever."

" Not quite, little maid. When I was

about sixteen or seventeen, the Father felt

gouty, and we all went to the Waters."

"What waters?"

" At Aquae Solis. Everyone goes there.

You ought to get your Father to take you

some day."

"But where? I don't know," said Una.

The young man looked astonished for a

moment. " Aquae Solis," he repeated.

"The best baths in Britain. Just as good,

I'm told, as Rome. All the old gluttons sit

in hot water, and talk scandal and politics.

And the Generals come through the streets

with their guards behind them; and the

magistrates come in their chairs with their

stiff guards behind them ; and you meet

fortune tellers, and goldsmiths, and merchants,

and philosophers, and feather-sellers, and

ultra-Roman Britons and tame tribesmen

pretending to be civilized, and Jew lecturers,

andâ��oh, everybody interesting. We young

people, of course, took no interest in politics.

We had not the gout: there were many

of our age like us. We did not find life

sad.

" But while we were enjoying ourselves

without thinking, my sister Flavia met the

son of the magistrate at Vindomiâ��and a

year afterwards she was married to him. My

young brother, who was always interested in

plants and roots, met the First Doctor of a

Legion from the City of the Legions, and he

decided that he would be an Army doctor. I

do not think it is a profession for a well-born

man, but thenâ��I'm not my brother. He

went to Rome to study medicine, and now

he's First Doctor of a Legion in Egyptâ��at

Antinoe, I think, but I have not heard from

him lor some time.

" My eldest brother came across a Greek

philosopher, and told my Father that he

intended to settle down on the estate as a

farmer and a philosopher. You see "â��the

young man's eyes twinkledâ��" his philosopher

was a long-haired one !"

" I thought philosophers were bald," said

Una.

"Not all. She was very pretty. I don't

blame him. Nothing could have suited me

better than my eldest brother's doing this, for

I was only too keen to join the Army. I had

always feared I should have to stay at home

and look after the estate while my brother

took this."

He rapped on his great glistening shield

that never seemed to be in his way.

" So we were well contentedâ��we young

peopleâ��and we rode back to Clausentum

along the Wood Road very quietly. But

when we reached home, Aglaia, our governess,

saw what had come to us. I remember her

at the door, the torch held high over her

head, watching us climb up the cliff-path

from the boat. ' Aie! Aie!' she said.

' Children you went away. Men and a woman

you return !' Then she kissed Mother, and

Mother wept. Thus our visit to the Waters

settled our fates for each of us, Maiden."

He rose to his feet and listened, leaning

on the shield-rim.

" I think that's Danâ��my brother," said

Una.

" Yes; and the Faun is with him," he

replied, as Dan with Puck stumbled through

the copse.

" We should have come sooner," Puck

called, "but the beauties of your native tongue,

O Parnesius, have enthralled this young

citizen."

Parnesius looked bewildered, even when

Una explained.

" Dan said the plural of ' dominus ' was

' dominoes,' and when Miss Blake said it

wasn't he said he supposed it \vas ' back-
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Painted People in the very year our temples

were rebuilt. Go back further still.' . . .

He went back to the time of Diocletian ; and

to listen to him you would have thought that

Eternal Rome was on the edge of destruction,

just because a few people had become a little

large-minded.

"/knew nothing about it. Aglaia never

taught us the history of our own country.

She was so full of her ancient Greeks.

" ' There is no hope for Rome,' said the

Pater, at last. ' She has forsaken her Gods,

but if the Gods forgive us here, we may save

Britain. To do that, we must keep the

Painted People back. Therefore, I tell you,

Parnesius, as a Father, that if your heart is

set on service, your place* is with men on

the Wallâ��and not with women among the

cities.'"

"What Wall?" said Dan and Una

together.

" Father meant the one we call Hadrian's

Wall. I'll tell you about it later. It was

built long ago, across North Britain, to keep

out the Painted Peopleâ��Picts you call them.

Father had fought in the great Pict War that

lasted more than twenty years, and he knew

what fighting meant. Theodosius, one of

our great Generals, had chased the little

beasts back behind both Walls before I was

born ; and down at Vectis we never troubled

our heads about them. But when my Father

spoke as he did, I kissed his hand, and

waited for orders. We British-born Romans

know what is due to our parents."

" If I kissed my Father's hand, he'd

laugh," said Dan.

" Customs change ; but if you do not obey

your Father, the Gods remember. You may

be quite sure of that.

"After our talks, seeing I was in earnest,

the Pater sent me over to Clausentum to

learn my foot-drill in a barrack full of foreign

auxiliariesâ��as unwashed and unshaved a

mob of mixed barbarians as ever scrubbed

a breastplate. It was your stick in their

stomachs and your shield in their faces to

push them into any sort of formation. When

I had learned my work the Instructor gave

me a handfulâ��and they were a handful!â��of

Gauls and Iberians to polish up till they were

sent to their stations up-country. I did my

best, and one night a villa in the suburbs

caught fire, and I had my handful out and

at work before any of the other troops. I

noticed a quiet-looking man on the lawn,

leaning on a stick. He watched us passing

buckets from the pond, and at last he said

to me : ' Who are you ?'

" ' A probationer, waiting for a cohort,' I

answered. / didn't know who he was from

Deucalion !

" ' Born in Britain ? ' he said.

" ' Yes, if you were born in Spain,' I said,

for he neighed his words like an Iberian

mule.

" ' And what might you call yourself when

you are at home ? ' he said, laughing.

" ' That depends,' I answered ; ' sometimes

one thing and sometimes another. But now

I'm busy.'

" He said no more till we had saved the

family gods (they were respectable house

holders), and then he grunted across the

laurels : ' Listen, young sometimes-one-thing

and-sometimes-another. In future call your

self Centurion of the Seventh Cohort of the

Thirtieth, the Ulpia Victrix. That will help

me to remember you. Your Father and a

few other people call me Maximus.'

" He tossed me the polished stick he was

leaning on, and went away. You might have

knocked me down with a vinestalk ! "

" Who was he ? " said Dan.

" Maximus himself, our great General!

The General of Britain who had been

Theodosius's right hand in the Pict War.

Not only had he given me my Centurion's

stick direct, but three steps in a good Legion

as well. A new man generally begins in the

Tenth Cohort of his Legion, and works up."

" And were you awfully pleased ?" said

Una.

" Very. I thought Maximus had chosen

me for my good looks and fine style in

marching, but, when I went home, the Pater

told me he had served under Maximus in

the great Pict War, and had asked him to

promote me."

" A child you were!" said Puck, from

above.

" I was," said Parnesius. " Don't begrudge

it me, Faun. Afterwardsâ��the Gods know

I put aside the games! " And Puck nodded,

brown chin on brown hand, his big eyes still.

" The night before I left we sacrificed to

our ancestorsâ��the usual little Home Sacrifice

â��but I never prayed so earnestly to all the

Good Shades, and then I went with my

Father by boat to Regnum, and across the

chalk eastwards to Anderida yonder."

" Regnum ? Anderida ? " The children

turned their faces to Puck.

" Regnum's Chichester," he said, pointing

towards Cherry Clack, andâ��he threw his arm

South behind himâ��"Anderida's Pevensey."

" Pevensey again ! " said Dan. " Where

Weland landed?"
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CHAPTER XIV.

HOW NIGEL CHASED THE RED FERRET.

HEY passed a ferry, wound

upwards by a curving path, and

then, having satisfied a guard

of men-at-arms, were admitted

through the frowning arch of

the Pipewell Gate. There,

waiting for them, in the middle of East

Street, the sun gleaming upon his lemon-

coloured beard and puckering his single eye,

stood Chandos himself, his legs apart, his

hands behind his back, and a welcoming

smile upon his quaint, high-nosed face.

Behind him a crowd of little boys were

ga/ing with reverent eyes at the famous

soldier.

" Welcome, Nigel!" said he, " and you

also, good fellow. I chanced to be walking

on the city wall, and I thought from the

colour of your horse that it was indeed

you upon the Udimore Road. How have

you fared, young squire-errant ? Have you

held bridges, or rescued damsels, or slain

oppressors on your way from Tilford ? "

" Nay, my fair lord, I have accomplished

nothing, but I once had hopes " Nigel

flushed at the remembrance.

" I will give you more than hopes, Nigel.

I will put you where you can dip both arms

to the elbow into danger and honour, where

peril will sleep with you at night and rise

with you in the morning until the very air

you breathe is laden with it. Are you ready

for that, young sir ? "

" I can but pray, fair lord, that my spirit

will rise to it."

Chandos smiled his approval, and laid his

thin brown hand on the youth's shoulder.

" Good ! " said he. " It is the mute hound

which bites the hardest. The babbler is

ever the hang-back. Bide with me here,

Nigel, and walk upon the ramparts. Archer,

do you lead the horses to the Sign of the
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Broom Pod in the High Street, and tell my

varlets to see them aboard the cog Tliomas

before nightfall. We sail at the second hour

after curfew. Come hither, Nigel, to the

crest of the corner turret, for from it I will

show you what you have never seen."

It was but a dim and distant white cloud

upon the blue water seen far off over the

Dungeness Point, and yet the sight of it

flushed the young squire's cheeks and sent

the blood hot through his veins. It was the

fringe of France, that land of chivalry and

glory, the stage where name and fame were

to be won. With burning eyes he gazed

across at it, his heart rejoicing to think that

the hour was at hand when he might tread

that sacred soil. Then his gaze crossed the

immense stretch of the blue sea, dotted over

with the sails of fishing boats, until it rested

upon the double harbour beneath, packed

with vessels of every size and shape, from the

pessoners and creyers which plied up and

down the coast to the great cogs and galleys

which were used either as warships or

merchantmen as the occasion served. One

of them was at that instant passing out to sea,

a huge galeasse, with trumpets blowing and

nakirs banging, the flag of St. George flaunt

ing over the broad purple sail, and the decks

sparkling from end to end with steel. Nigel

gave a cry of pleasure at the splendour of

the sight.

"Aye, lad," said Chandos; "it is the

Trinity, of Rye, the very ship on which I

fought at Sluys. Her deck ran blood from

stem to stern that day. But turn your eyes

this way, I beg you, and tell me if you see

aught strange about this town."

Nigel looked down-at the noble, straight

street, at the roundel tower, at the fine

church of St. Thomas, and the other fair

buildings of Winchelsea.

" It is all new," said he. "Church, castle,

housesâ��all are new."

in the United States of America.
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like a three-year child. Do you say that

someone hath taken the papers ? "

" It is sooth, fair sir ! Thrice I have been

mayor of the town, and fifteen years burgess

and jurat, but never once has any public

matter gone awry through me. Only last

month there came an order from Windsor on

a Tuesday for a Friday banquet, a thousand

soles, four thousand plaice, two thousand

mackerel, five hundred crabs, a thousand

lobsters, five thousand whiting

" 1 doubt not, Master Mayor, that you are

an excellent fishmonger, but the matter

concerns the papers I gave into your keeping.

Where are they ? " '

" Taken, fair sirâ��gone ! "

" And" who hath dared to take them ? "

"Alas! I know not. It was but for as

long as you would say an angelus that I left

the chamber, and when I came back there

was the coffer, broken and empty, upon my

table."

" Do you suspect no one ? "

"There was a varlet who hath come within

the last few days into my employ. He is not

to be found, and I have sent horsemen

along both the Udimore Road and that to

Rye, that they may seize him. By the help

of St. Leonard they can scarce miss him, for

one can tell him a bow-shot off by his hair.''

" Is it red ?" asked Chandos, eagerly.

" Is it fox-red, and the man a small man

pocked with sun-spots, and very quick in his

movements ? "

" It is the man himself."

Chandos shook his clenched hand with

annoyance, and then set off swiftly down the

street.

" It is Peter the Red Ferret once more ! "

said he. " I knew him of old in France,

where he has done us more harm than a

company of men at-arms. He speaks English

as he speaks French, and he is of such daring

and cunning that nothing is secret from him.

In all France there is no more dangerous

man, for though he is a gentleman of blood

and coat-armour he takes the part of a spy,

because it hath the more danger and there

fore the more honour."

" But, my fair lord," cried the mayor, as

he hurried along, keeping pace with the long

strides of the soldier, " I know that you

warned me to take all care of the papers,

but surely there was no matter of great

import in it. It was but to say what stores

were to be sent after you to Calais."

"Is that not everything?" cried Chandos,

impatiently. " Can you not see, oh, foolish

Master \Vintersole, that the French suspect

we are about to make some attempt, and

that they have sent Peter the Red Ferret, as

they have sent him many times before, to get

tidings of whither we are bound ? Now that

he knows that the stores are for Calais, then

to the French near Calais will he take his

warning, and so the King's whole plan come

to nothing."

" Then he will fly by water. We can stop

him yet. He has not an hour's start."

" It may be that a boat awaits him at Rye

or Hythe, but it is more like that he has all

ready to depart from here. Ah, see yonder !

I'll warrant that the Red Ferret is on

board !"

Chandos had halted in front of his inn,

and now he pointed down to the outer

harbour, which lay two miles off across the

green plain. It was connected by a long,

winding canal with the inner dock at the

base of the hill upon which the town was

built. Between the two horns formed by tre

short curving piers a small schooner was

running out to sea, dipping and rising before

a sharp southerly breeze.

" It is no Winchelsea boat," said the

mayor ; " she is longer and broader in the

beam than ours."

" Horses ! Bring horses ! " cried Chandos.

" Come, Nigel, let us go further into the

matter."

A busy crowd of varlets, archers, and men-

at-arms swarmed round the gateway of the

Sign of the Broom Pod, singing, shouting,

and jostling in rough good-fellowship. The

sight of the tall, thin figure of Chandos

brought order amongst them, and a few

minutes later the horses were ready and

saddled. A breakneck ride down a steep

declivity and then a gallop of two miles over

the sedgy plain carried them to the outer

harbour. A dozen vessels were lying there,

ready to start for Bordeaux or Rochelle, and

the quay was thick with sailors, labourers,

and townsmen, and heaped with wine-barrels

and wool-packs.

"Who is warden here?" asked Chandos,

springing from his horse.

" Badding. Where is Cock Badding ?

Badding is warden," shouted the crowd. A

moment later a short, swarthy man, bull-

necked and deep-chested, pushed through

the people. He was clad in rough russet

wool, with a scarlet cloth tied round his black,

curly head. His sleeves were rolled up to

his shoulders, and his brown arms, all stained

with grease and tar, were like two thick,

gnarled branches from an oaken stump. His

savage brown face was fierce and frowning,
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wind caught her. Heeling over and

quivering with eagerness like an unleashed

hound, she flew through the opening and

out into the Channel. She was a famous

little schooner, the Marie Rose of Win

chelsea, and under her daring owner, Cock

Badding, half trader and half pirate, had

brought back into port many a rich cargo

taken in mid-Channel, and paid for in blood

rather than money. Small as she was, her

great speed and the fierce character of her

master had made her a name of terror along

the French coast, and many a bulky East-

lander or Fleming, as he passed the narrow

seas, had scanned the distant Kentish shore,

fearing lest that ill-omened purple sail with a

gold Christopher upon it should shoot out

suddenly from the dim grey cliffs. Now she

was clear of the land, with the wind on her

larboard quarter, every inch of canvas set,

and her high, sharp bows smothered in foam

as she dug through the waves. Cock Badding

trod the deck with head erect and jaunty

bearing, glancing up at the swelling sails and

then ahead at the little tilted white triangle,

which stood out clear and hard against

the bright blue sky. Behind was the low

land of the Camber marshes, with the bluffs

of Rye and Winchelsea, and the line of cliffs

behind them. On the larboard bow rose the

great white walls of Folkestone and of Dover,

and far on the distant skyline the grey

shimmer of those French cliffs for which the

fugitives were making.

" By St. Paul! " cried Nigel, looking with

eager eyes over the tossing waters, " it seems

to me, Master Badding, that already we draw

in upon them."

The master measured the distance with

his keen, steady gaze, and then looked up at

the sinking sun.

" We have still four hours of daylight,"

said he, " but if we do not lay her aboard

ere darkness falls she will save herself, for

the nights are as black as a wolf's mouth,

and if she alter her course I know not how

we may follow her."

"Unless, indeed, you might guess to which

port she was bound and reach it before her."

" Well thought of, little master," cried

Badding. "If the news he for the French

outside Calais, then Ambleteuse would be

nearest to St. Omer. But my sweeting sails

three paces to that lubber's two, and if the

wind holds we will have time and to spare.

How now, archer ? You do not seem so

eager as when you made your way aboard

this boat by slinging me into the sea."

Aylward sat on the upturned keel of a skiff
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which lay upon the deck. He groaned sadly,

and held his green face between his two

hands.

" I would gladly sling you into the sea

once more, Master Shipman," said he, " if

by so doing I could get off this most

accursed vessel of thine. Or, if you would

wish to have your turn, then I would thank

you if you would lend me a hand over the

side, for, indeed, I am but a useless weight

upon your deck. Little did I think that

Samkin Aylward could be turned into a

weakling by an hour of salt water. Alas, the

day that ever my foot wandered from the good

red heather of Crooksbury ! "

Cock Badding laughed loud and long.

" Nav, take it not to heart, archer," he

cried, "for better men than you or I have

groaned upon this deck. The Prince himself

with ten of his chosen knights crossed with

me once, and eleven sadder faces I never saw.

Yet within a month they had shown at Crecy

that they were no weaklings, as you will do

also, I dare swear, when the time comes.

Keep that thick head of thine down upon the

planks and all will be well anon. But we

raise her, we raise her, with every blast of the

wind !"

It was indeed evident, even to the

inexperienced eyes of Nigel, that the Marie

Rose was closing in swiftly upon the stranger.

She was a heavy, bluff-bowed, broad sterned

vessel, which laboured clumsily through the

seas. The swift, fierce little Winchelsea boat

swooping and hissing through the waters

behind her was like some keen hawk whizzing

down wind at the back of a flapping, heavy-

bodied duck. Half an hour before La

Puce lie had been a distant patch of canvas.

Now they could see the black hull, and soon

the cut of her sails and the lines of her

bulwarks. There were at least a dozen men

upon her deck, and the twinkle of weapons

from amongst them showed that they were

preparing to resist. Cock Badding began to

muster his own forces.

He had a crew of seven, rough, hardy

mariners, who had been at his back in many

a skirmish. They were armed with short

swords, but Cock Badding carried a weapon

peculiar to himself, a twenty-pound black

smith's hammer, the memory of which as

" Badding's cracker " still lingers in the Cinque

Ports. Then there were the eager Nigel, the

melancholy Aylward, Black Simon, who was

a tried swordsman, and three archers, Bad-

dlesmere, Masters, and Dicon of Rye, all

veterans of the French war. The numbers

in the two vessels might be about equal, but
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" Curse them, they h.ive had the best of

us !" he cried. " I can do no more. Sir

John has lost his papers, for, indeed, now

that night is at hand I can see no way in

which we can gain them."

Nigel had leaned against the bulwark

during these events, watching with keen

attention the doings of the sailors, and pray

ing alternately to St. Paul, St. George, and

St. Thomas for a slant of wind which would

put them alongside their enemy. He was

silent, but his hot heart was simmering within

him. His spirit had risen even above the

discomfort of the sea, and his mind was too

absorbed in his mission to have a thought

for that which had laid Aylward flat upon the

deck. He had never doubted that Cock

Badding, in one way or another, would

accomplish his end, but when he heard his

speech of despair he bounded off the bulwark

and stood before the seaman with his face

flushed and all his soul afire.

" By St. Paul, Master Shipman," he cried,

" we should never hold up our heads in

honour if we did not go further into the

matter! Let us do some small deed this

night upon the water, or let us never see

land again, for, indeed, we could not

wish fairer prospect of winning honourable

advancement."

" \Vith your leave, little master, you speak

like a fool," said the gruff seaman. " You

and all your kind are as children when once

the blue water is beneath you. Can you not

see that there is no wind, and that the

Frenchman can warp her as swiftly as we?

What, then, would you do?"

Nigel pointed to the boat which towed

astern.

" Let us venture forth in her," said he,

" and let us take this ship or die worshipful

in the attempt."

His bold and fiery words found their echo

in the brave, rough hearts around him.

There was a deep-chested shout from both

archers and seamen. Even Aylward sat up

with a wan smile upon his green face. But

Cock Badding shool: his head.

" I have never met the man who could

lead where I would not follow/'said he, "but

by St. Leonard this is a mad business, and

I should be a fool if I were to risk my men

and my ship. Bethink you, little master,

that the skiff can only hold five, though you

load her to the water's edge. If there be a

man yonder there are fourteen, and you have

to climb their side from the boat. What

chance would you have? What would you

gain ? Your boat stove and you in the water

â��there is the end of it. No man of mine

goes on such a fool's errand, and so I swear."

" Then, Master Badding, 1 must crave the

loan of your skiff, for, by St. Paul, the good

Lord Chandos's papers are not to be so

lightly lost. If no one else will come, then I

will venture alone."

The shipman smiled at the words, but the

smile died away from his lips when Nigel,

with features set like ivory and eyes as hard

as steel, pulled on the rope so as to bring the

skiff under the counter. It was very clear

that he would do even as he said. At the

same time Aylward raised his bulky form

from the deck, leaned for a moment against

the bulwarks, and then tottered aft to his

master's side.

" Here is one that will go with you," said

he, " or he would never dare show his face

to the girls of Tilford again. Come, archers,

let us leave these salt herrings in their pickle

tub and try our luck out on the water."

The three archers at once ranged them

selves on the same side as their comrade.

They were bronzed, bearded men, short in

stature, as were most Englishmen of that

day, but hardy, strong, and skilled with their

weapons. Each drew his string from its

waterproof case, and bent the huge arc of

his war-bow as he fitted it into the nocks.

" Now, master, we are at your back," said

they; as they pulled round their baldrics and

tightened their sword-belts.

But already Cock Badding had been

carried away by the hot lust cf battle, and

had thrown aside every fear and doubt

which had clouded him. To see a fight

and not to be in it was more than he could

bear.

" Nay, have it your own way ! " he cried.

" And may St. Leonard help us, for a

madder venture I have never seen ! And yet

it may be worth the trial. But if it be done,

let me have the handling of it, little master,

for you know no more of a boat than I do

of a war-horse. The skiff can bear five, and

not a man more. Now, who will come ? "

They had all caught fire, and there was

not one who would be left out.

Badding picked up his hammer.

" I will come myself," said he, " and you

also, little master, since it is your hot head

that has planned it. Then there is Black

Simon, the best sword of the Cinque Ports.

Two archers can pull on the oars, and it may

be that they can pick off two or three of

these Frenchmen before we close with them.

Hugh Baddlesmere, and you, Dicon of Rye

â��into the boat with you ! "
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just cleared the bulwarks and dropped upon

the deck. There was a cry on the French

man and the heads vanished from the side.

"Enough!" cried Badding. "One is

down, and it may be two. Close in, close in,

in God's name, before they rally."

He and the other bent to their oars, but at

the same instant there was a sharp zip in the

air and a hard, clear sound, like a stone

striking a wall. Baddlesmere clapped his

hand to his head, groaned, and fell forward

out of the boat, leaving a swirl of blood upon

the surface. A moment later the same fierce

hiss ended in a loud wooden crash, and a

short, thick cross-bow bolt was buried deep in

the side of their boat.

" Close in ! close in ! " roared Badding,

tugging at his oar. " St. George for England!

St. Leonard for Winchelsea ! Close in ! "

But again that fatal cross-bow twanged.

Dicon of Rye fell back with a shaft through

his shoulder. " God help me, I can no

more," said he. Badding seized the oar from

his hand, but it was only to sweep the boat's

head round and pull her back to the Afarie

Rose. The attack had failed.

" What now, Master Shipman?" cried

Nigel. " What has befallen to stop us ? Surely

the matter does not end here ? "

" Two down out of five," said Badding,

" and twelve at the least against us. The

odds are too long, little master. Let us at

least go back, fill up once more, and raise a

mantlet against the bolts, for they have an

arbalest which shoots both straight and hard.

But what we do we must do quickly, for the

darkness falls apace."

Their repulse had been hailed by wild

yells of delight from the Frenchmen, who

danced with joy and waved their weapons

madly over their heads. But before their

rejoicings had finished they saw the little

boat creeping out once more from the shadow

of the Marie Rose, a great wooden screen in

her bows to protect her from the arrows.

Without a pause she came straight and fast

for her enemy. The wounded archer had

been put aboard, and Aylward would have

had his place had Nigel been able to see

him upon the deck. The third archer, Hal

Masters, had sprung in, and one of the sea

men, Wat Finnis, of Hythe. With their

hearts hardened to conquer or to die, the five

ran alongside the Frenchman and sprang

upon her deck. At the same instant a great

iron weight crashed through the bottom of

their skiff, and their feet had hardly left her

. before she was gone. There was no hope

and no escape save victory.

The cross-bow man stood under the mast,

his terrible weapon at his shoulder,sthe steel

string stretched taut, the heavy bolt shining

upon the nut. One life at least he would

claim out of this little band. Just for an

instant too long did he dwell upon his aim,

shifting from the seaman to Cock Badding,

\vhose formidable appearance showed him

to be the better prize. In that second of

time Hal Masters's string twanged and his

long arrow sped through the arbalestier's

throat. He dropped on the deck with

blood pouring from his mouth. A moment

later Nigel's sword and Badcling's hammer

had each claimed a victim and driven

back the rush of assailants. The five were

safe upon the deck, but it was hard for

them to keep a footing there. The French

seamen, Bretons and Normans, were stout,

powerful fellows, armed with axes and

swords, fierce fighters and brave men. They

swarmed round the little band, attacking

them from all sides. Black Simon felled the

black-bearded French captain, and at the

same instant was cut over the head and lay

with his scalp open upon the deck. The

seaman, Wat of Hythe, was killed by a

crashing blow from an axe. Nigel was struck

down, but was up again like a flash, and

drove his sword through the man who

had felled him. But Kadding, Masters the

archer, and he had been hustled back to

the bulwark and were barely holding their

own from minute to minute against the

fierce crowd who assailed them, when

an arrow, coming apparently from the

sea, struck the foremost Frenchman to the

heart. A moment later a boat dashed

alongside, and four more men from the

Marie Rose scrambled on to the bloodstained

deck. With one fierce rush the remaining

Frenchmen were struck down or were seized

by their assailants. Nine prostrate men upon

the deck showed how fierce had been the

attack, how desperate the resistance.

Badding leaned panting upon his blood-

clotted hammer.

" By St. Leonard !" he cried, " I thought

that this little master had been the death of

us all. God wot you were but just in time,

and how you came I know not. This

archer has had a hand in it, by the look

of him."

Aylward, still pale from his sea-sickness,

and dripping from head to foot with water,

had been the first man in the rescue party.

Nigel looked at him in amazement.

" I sought you aboard the ship, Aylward,

but I could not lay eyes on you," said he.
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alive, I see none who resembles that Red

Ferret whom my Lord Chandos has described,

and who has worked such despite upon us

in the past. It would indeed be an evil

chance if he has in spite of all our pains

made his way to France in some other

boat."

"That we shall soon find out," said

Budding. " Come with me, and we will

search the ship from truck to keel ere he

escapes us."

There was a scuttle at the base of the

mast which led down into the body of the

vessel, and the Englishmen were approaching

â�¢this when a strange sight brought them to a

stand. A round, brazen head had appeared

in the square, dark opening. An instant

afterwards a pair of shining shoulders fol

lowed. Then slowly the whole figure of a

man in complete plate-armour emerged on to

the deck. In his gauntleted hand he carried

a heavy steil mace. With this uplifted he

moved towards his enemies, silent save for the

ponderous metallic clank of his footfall. It was

an inhuman, machine-like figure, menacing

and terrible, devoid of all expression, slow-

moving, inexorable, and awesome. A sudden

wave of terror passed over the English sea

men. One of them tried to pass and get

behind the brazen man, but he was pinned

against the side by a quick movement and his

brains dashed out by a smashing blow from

the heavy mace. Wild panic seized the others,

and they rushed back to the boat. Aylward

strung an arrow, but his bow-string was damp,

and the shaft rang loudly upon the shining

breast-plate and glanced off into the sea.

Masters struck the brazen head with a sword,

but the blade snapped without injuring the

helmet, and an instant later the bowman was

stretched senseless on the deck. The seamen

shrank from this terrible, silent creature and

huddled in the stern, all the fight gone out

of them. Again he raised his mace, and was

advancing on the helpless crowd, where the

brave were encumbered and hampered by the

weaklings, when Nigel â�¢ shook himself clear

and bounded forward into the open, his

sword in his hand and a smile of welcome

upon his lips.

The sun had set, and one long mauve gash

across the western channel was closing swiftly

into the dull greys of early night. Above a

few stars began to faintly twinkle; yet the

twilight was still bright enough (or an observer

to see every detail of the sceneâ��the Marie

Rose dipping and rising on the long rollers

astern, the broad French boat with its white

deck blotched with blood and littered with

bodies, the group of men in the stern, some

trying to advance, some seeking to escapeâ��â�¢

all a confused, disorderly, struggling rabble.

Then betwixt them and the mast the two

figures, the armed, shining man of metal, with

hand upraised, watchful, silent, motionless,

and Nigel, bare-headed and crouching, with

quick foot, eager eyes, and fearless, happy

face, moving this way and that, in and out,

his sword flashing like a gleam of light as he

sought at all points for some opening in the

brazen shell before him.

It was clear to the man in armour that if

he could but pen his antagonist in a corner

he would beat him down without fail. But

it was not to be done. The unhampered

man had the advantage of speed. With a few

quick steps he could always glide to either

side and escape the clumsy rush. Aylward

and Badding had sprung out to Nigel's

assistance, but he shouted to them to stand

back with such authority and anger in his

voice that their weapons dropped to their

sides. With staring eyes and set features

they stood watching that unequal light.

Once it seemed that all was over with the

squire, for, in springing back from his

enemy, he tripped over one of the bodies

which strewed the deck and fell flat upon his

back; but with a swift wriggle he escaped

the heavy blow which thundered down upon

him, and, springing to his feet, he bit a

deep line in the Frenchman's helmet with

a sweeping cut in return. Again the mace

fell, and this time Nigel had not quite

cleared himself. His sword was beaten

down, and the blow fell partly upon his

left shoulder. He staggered, and once more

the iron club whirled upwards to dash

him to the ground. Quick as a flash it

passed through his mind that he could not

leap beyond its reach. But he might get

within it. In an instant he had dropped his

sword, and, springing in, he had seized the

brazen man round his waist. The mace was

shortened and the handle jobbed down once

upon the bare flaxen head. Then, with a

sonorous clang and a yell of delight from the

spectators, Nigel, with one mighty wrench,

tore his enemy from the deck and hurled

him down upon his back. His own head

was whirling, and he felt that his senses were

slipping away ; but already his hunting-knife

was out and pointing through the slit in the

brazen helmet.

" Give yourself up, fair sir ! " said he.

A croaking voice burst from within.

" Never to fishermen and to archers. I am

a gentleman of coat-armour. Kill me."

















Uncle Bobr

BY J. J. BELL.

I.

N a state of mind bordering on

desperation Miss Lydia Percy,

having locked her bedroom

door, sat down at her table

and wrote to her Scottish

bachelor relative in these

words :â��

MY DEAR UNCLE BOB,â��Could youâ��would you

leave your beloved nurseries and run south lo stay

with us for a few days ? I am so worried about papa.

He has changed terribly since he retired from business

six months agoâ��more in mind, I fear, than in body.

I le won't have a doctor, as he says no doctor could

help him, and every day he gets more irritable and

unreasonable, and takes some new fad of dieting

himself.

But I can explain fully when I see youâ��that is, if

you will be so 7rrpgood as to come. You know poor,

dear mamma always used to tell me to ask your

advice if ever I were at a loss, and I need it now

very, very badly.

If you can come, please write to me as if the idea

had first occurred to you. I do not wish papa to

know I asked you. Please try to come, and soon.

With much love, Your affectionate niece,

LYDIA.

P.S.â��Papa has broken off my engagement to

Charlie and forbidden him the house, and all without

giving a single reason. Perhaps be did it because

Charlie is a doctor. Do conic.

Two days later Lydia received a replyâ��a

laboriously-written letterâ��not quite free from

misspelling, for Robert McPherson, nursery

man and fruit-grower, was " no scholar," as he

would have been the first to admit, his whole

life since boyhood having been devoted to

business with Mother Earthâ��not altogether

without profit.

DKAR NKICK,â��This is to inform you that I am

intending to go to London to see about some business

imediatly, and I will be leaveing hear to-morrow

morning. Some years ago your good father invited

me to stay at your house, which I now except with

greatfull thanks. I will perhaps stay for a week or

maybe ten days. If it is unsuitable for me to stay

with you, you will pleas let me know when I arrive,

which will be about 9 p.m. to-morrow night, as I

will have left Cairndowie before you recieve this.

With best respects, Yours turly,

R. McPHKRSON.

P.S.â��I hope your father is in good helth. I am

bringing him a case of his old frend Talisker, 20 years

old, so he can have the waiter boiling. Excuse blot.

This epistle reached Miss Percy by the

first post, but she delayed communicating

the contents to her parent until he had

finished his breakfast of bananas and digestive

biscuits washed down with scalded milk.

"Papa, I have a letter this morning from

Uncle Bob."

" Wants you to go to visit himâ��eh ?

Well, you cannot go."

Vol. xxxi. â�� 79.

" But he doesn't want me to visit him,"

said Lydia, plucking up courage. " He writes

to say that business brings him to London,

and he would like to stay here."

" Here ? Certainly not! "

"Does he? Commend me to a Scotch

man for remembering an invitation not

given by himself. If I asked him years

ago, he should have come years ago.

Send him a wire at once â�� ' Absolutely

incoimenient.'"

" Oh, papa! He says you asked him

years ago."

" But, dear," returned Lydia, patiently,

" he has already left home. He will be here

at nine this evening."

S " Confound his impudence ! Let me look

at his letter."

Very unwillingly she handed it to him.

" H'm ! h'm ! " he muttered, with a sneer

on his face as he perused the juvenile-looking

epistle. " A charming bit of literature."

Lydia flushed. " Uncle Bob is the

dearest "

" Be good enough to remain silent, miss,"

he interrupted her, coldly. " And when your

uncle calls this evening you will tell him that

it is ' unsutiable," as he puts it, and that he

will find a list of hotels in Where are

you going, Lydia ? "

Miss Percy, her face rather pale, turned

with her hand on the door.

"In the first place, papa," she said,

quietly and as steadily as her heart would let

her, " I am going away to escape hearing you

talk so of one of the best and kindest men

that ever was, and, secondly, I am going to

see about having a room prepared for Uncle

Bob."

Mr. Percy, baffled for the moment, was

left gaping helplessly across the table.

Lydia met her uncle at the local station,

having decided that it would be wise, if not

necessary, to have a talk with him before he

reached the house.

Mr. McPherson was a big, burly man,

obviously from the country, his face aglow

with the health derived from the sun, rain,

and wind of nearly sixty years ; his eyes

small, but keen and kindly humorous; his

speech homely and a trifle loud; his laughter

a deep chuckle, frankly joyous. His feet

and hands were enormous, but the latter fell

on Lydia's shoulders when he bent to kiss

her as gently as a mother's.
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" \\"rong! In many cases, at least, they

could help it. How ? By studying and

caring for themselves."

glasses. She glanced anxiously at her uncle,

who, the moment being favourable, rewarded

her with a reassuring wink.

Mr. McPherson held up his large hand.

" Jist a meenit, John. I maun tell ye thatâ��

wi' the best intentions, mind !â��I brocht ye

some twinty-year-auld Taliskcr, which I pre-

shume ye conseeder an alcoholic beverage ;

but "

" It will be five months on the twenty-

third since I tasted liquor of any kind,

Robert."

Mr. McPherson moistened his lips, as if

they were dry. " It's a lang time since I

tastit onything. 'Deed, I canna exactly tell

ye when I had a dram last," he murmured.

Mr. Percy's manner became more friendly.

" Have you given up butcher meat ? " he

inquired.

" No' yet. But, if ye advise me, I'll eat

nae mair."

" I do advise you, Robert, most earnestly.

While you remain here, perhaps you would

care to diet with me ? "

" Thenk ye, thenk ye," said the old man,

recklessly.

Mr. Percy actually smiled. " It is a

delight to me to know that you too have

Jearnt wisdom. What, may I ask, induced

you to do so ? "

" Weel, ye see," the guest replied, after a

little hesitation, " I think tna case was some

thing like yer ain. I had naethin' to keep

me busyâ��I mean I had time to think,

an' "

" But you have not retired from business,

have you ? "

It was on Mr. McPherson's tongue to cry,

" No' likely !" but he merely said, " No' jist

actually retired, John."

" But taking matters easier ? "

"Ayâ��maybe a wee thing easier. Ehâ��I

suppose ye're feelin' a heap better yersel' by

this time? "

" H'm ! I do not wish to boast just yet,

but, of course, I must be in better health.

That stands to reason. Yet there is a deal

of anxiety to endure when one literally takes

oneself seriously."

" Aye, it's rale worryin". But it's a fine

thing for ye to ha'e Lydia takin' care o' ye,

though ye'll miss her when she gets mairrit."

Mr. Percy frowned. " Perhaps it is right

that you should be told at once that Lydia

is not likely to be married as long as I live.

Her engagement is cancelled."

Mr. Percy rang the bell, and ere long

Lydia entered the room bearing a tray on

which stood a steaming silver kettle and several

" Lydia will bring you some milk, if you

prefer it," remarked the host to the guest,

" but I recommend the hot water."

" Thenk ye," said the latter, " I'll ha'e a

nip o' the net waiter. Het waiter's a fine

thing, even suppose it doesna mak' ye want

to sing."

" It is an excellent drink just before retir

ing," observed Mr. Percy, solemnly.

'"Deed, aye!" returned Mr. McPherson,

trying to look happy after a scalding mouth

ful. " It's a bonny drinkâ��a bonny drink ! "

Mr. Percy finished his glass and waited for

his visitor to do likewise.

"This het waiter," said Mr. McPherson,

tapping his tumbler, " has jist reminded me

thai I wud be the better o' a shave the nicht.

I aye shave masel' at nicht, John, as a rule.

So, seein' il's bedlime noo, I'll jisl lak' what's

left o' the waiter wi' me, an' perform the

operation."

" Not at all," returned the host. " You

must have more water lhan that. I will

hand you in some immediately we get up

stairs. Now, Lydia, say good-night, my dear.

Please note that your uncle diets with me

during his stay here."

Mr. McPherson smiled in a dislorled

fashion.

" Very well," said Lydia, obedienlly. She

kissed her falher, then her uncle, and left the

room.

A few minutes later Mr. McPherson stood

in his bedroom, reading a litile nole.

DEAR UNCLE BOB,â��If you want to smoke very,

very much, do it uj> the chimney, which has rather a

good upward draughtâ��so Charlie told me the last

time he stayed here. I was so sorry for you to-night.

Hope you will have a nice rest.â��LYDIA.

" Bless her hearl ! " murmured Uncle Bob,

and, having placed the note in his pocket-

book, proceeded to fill his pipe. That done,

he laid the pipe on the mantelpiece and

drew from his bag a stoul flask.

Smiling, he bore il lo Ihe washstand, where

he procured a lumbler. He dropped in two

pieces of the sugar he had secured earlier

in the evening, and poured in a measure of

whisky. Then, with a broad grin, he lifted

the jug of hot water given him by his host

and added some of the contents to the

whisky.

" What the â�¢" he began, the grin vanish

ing. The tumbler now contained a purplish

fluid with a pungent aroma.

" Oh, geraniums ! What's this ?" he
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Mr. McPherson found his host in a perturbed

condition.

" Come into the study, Robert," said Mr.

Percy, with more hospitality in his voice

than usual.

Mr. McPherson allowed himself to be led

into the study, where he immediately sub

sided into an easy-chair.

" Now drink this," begged the host, pre

senting a tumbler of creamy fluid which had

been warming on the hearth. "It is sterilized,

which is probably more than was the milk

which you partook of in town to-day."

" Thenk ye, John," the other replied,

taking the glass. " What did ye say was the

title o" this drink ? "

" Egg-flip with hot milkâ��an excellent

pick-me-up."

" It'll no' gang to ma heid, will it?"

" No, no. You will find it soothing as

well as invigorating. That's rightâ��though it

would, perhaps, have been better had you

taken it slowly."

"Geraniums ! That's a noble drink ! "

For a moment Mr. Percy's gratification

overcame his anxiety, but only for a moment.

He began to pace the room.

" Lydia told me you were going to see a

doctor," he said, at last.

"Aye. I couldna help it, John," the old

man said, apologetically. " I was feelin' that

queer."

" Iâ��I do wish you could have trusted

yourself to me, Robert."

" He said I was sufferin' frae hypoâ��

something."

" Hypochondria ! Exactly ! Would you

believe it," said Mr. Percy, warmly, " but /

myself have been told the same by a medical

man ? "

" He said something aboot ma brain "

" Nonsense, sheer nonsense ! " cried Mr.

Percy, and looked relieved when his daughter

entered to say that dinner was ready. " Now,

my dear fellow," he whispered to his brother-

in law, "get up your spirits and let us enjoy

our sago ! You and I are going to live to be

a hundred ! "

During the remainder of the evening Uncle

Bob was cheerful enough, but the next

morning found him depressed and complain

ing of not feeling himself. He spent most of

the day in discussing " food " with his host,

and plaintively repeating his regret that he

had not found wisdom many years earlier.

" Ye were wise to retire frae yer business,"

he frequently remarked. " I doot I was ower

late in commencin' to conseeder ma health."

Two days later he became so gloomy that

even Lydia could do nothing to brighten

him.

" I ken noo why Providence didna let me

tak' a return ticket," he observed, dismally.

" It's a mercy I didna. ... I mind when ma

puir auld freen' Sammle I^auder peyed his

last veesit to Glesca frae Aberdeen, he bocht

a return ticket. Aye, did he, for he thocht he

wud save a shillin' or twa. But he dee'd in

Glesca, puir man, an' his last 'oors were

tormentit wi' the thocht o' the return hauf he

could never, never use."

" Oh, Uncle Bob, don't say such awful

things !" exclaimed his niece, looking in vain

for a reassuring wink.

Mr. Percy turned away with a shiver, and

asked his daughter to bring him an egg-flip,

adding, " Perhaps your uncle will join me?"

"Aye," muttered the old man, "but it'll

jist be wastit on me. . . . Oh, it's a mercy

I didna buy a return ticket!"

Next morning it would appear that Lydia,

instructed by her father, coaxed from her

uncle the name and address of the physician

upon whom the old man had said he had

called a few days previously, and herself

undertook the task of going to the post-office

to dispatch a telegram, reply paid.

Mr. McPherson was not in the library

when his host entered it, but he appeared

shortly afterwards, reeking of peppermint,

and stretched himself on the sofa.

" How are you feeling now, Robert ? " his

brother-in law asked, gently.

" I could dae wi' a egg-flip," came the

faint reply.

" By all means "... But stay ! Haven't

you had three this morning already, Robert?"

" I want anither yin, an' ye've got to

tak' yin to keep me comp'ny," said Mr.

McPherson, crossly.

" But, my dear Robert, there ought to be

moderation in everything. We must not

abuse the "

" Are we gaun to get the egg-flips, or "

Mr. Percy rang the bell and gave the

required order. " No egg in one of them,"

he whispered to the maid.

"John," said Mr. McPherson, presently,

" did I ever tell ye aboot ma auld freen' in

Aberdeen that gaed to Glesca wi' a return

ticket ? "

" You did, Robert," said his host, patiently.

" Weel, is it no' a mercy that I didr tak'

a return frae Cairndowieâ��eh?"

" Hush, Robert! Do not brood over that."

" It's better nor broodin' ower a return hauf

that's wastit. Is't no' ? "
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cut off in the mountains without food. He

made straight for 1 )enver, and succeeded in

reaching that town in safety.

Next spring, as soon as the snow melted,

he was off again. He found his old camping

ground without difficulty, but search as he

might he could not retrace his way to the

golden ravine. All the summer long he toiled,

till winter drove him home again. But the

disappointment had been too great. Before

a second spring came poor Boyle was dead.

Twelve years passed, and Boyle's story had

become a camp-fire legend, when a man

named Pollock, out on a shooting expedition

in the same hills, wounded a wild cat and

trailed it to a ledge at the head of a ravine.

There the brute turned at bay, and Pollock

climbed up and killed it. He was tired and

out of breath, and sat down to rest.

Glancing idly at the rock on which he sat,

it seemed to him of curious colour. He

knocked some pieces off with the heel of

his boot and put them into his pocket.

Pollock knew nothing whatever about

minerals, and it was only by chance that he

happened, weeks afterwards, to show his

specimens to a friend in Denver. This man

declared that the yellow streaks were free

gold. Pollock rushed off to an assayer, who

at once confirmed the opinion.

Next morning found Pollock on his way

back to Routh County. But, like poor

Boyle, he could not for the life of him find

again the mysterious ledge.

Once more since then has the Phantom

Mine been seen by human eyes. Its third

finder was what is called a "lunger," an

invalid stricken with phthisis, who had come

from the East to Colorado in the hope of

regaining his health. He was a poor man,

but friends in Denver helped him to buy a

wagon and sent him out into the hills to

prospect. About three weeks later one of

these friends received by post from a Routh

County village a cigar-box full of specimens.

They were taken to the assayer who had

tested Pollock's find. He declared them to be

from the same sourceâ��the Phantom Mine.

The friend waited a week or two, then, as

no more news came, he started in search

of the invalid. He found the man's horse

wandering in a valley, with some remnants of

harness clinging to it, but the third finder of

the Phantom Mine had vanished, and no

one has ever found out what became of him.

There is seldom any trouble nowadays

with the Indians of the United States. They

are a degenerate race, who no longer take

the war-path in search of scalps. In Mexico

the case is different, and scores of white men

have fallen within the past few years to the

rifles of the Yaqui Indians. The Yaqui

reservation lies among the spurs of the Sierra

Madre Mountains. It is said by those who

have visited it that there is no wilder place

on earth. Tall, gaunt mountains above, deep,

gloomy gorges below, little vegetation and

less game, there seems nothing to attract the

visitor, even were the place without its human

perils.

But, like a rich honeycomb in the midst of

a nest of stinging bees, Nature has planted in

these wild mountains gold veins of amazing

richness, and the legend is that centuries ago

the Aztecs worked a great mine in the heart

of these hills and got from it masses of

almost virgin gold. This mine, they say,

still exists. One thing is certainâ��that the

Indians themselves when not on the war

path are always ready to purchase rifles, cart

ridges, and whisky from the whites, paying

for the same in coarse gold and nuggets

This lost mine is said to he in a gorge about

two hundred miles west of the town of Ortiz

Mr. Alfred Thomas, an American from

Kentucky, actually reached this gorge in the

year 1897, and found a well-marked trail

leading up it. He pushed on, only to find

the ravine barred by a monstrous hedge of

thorny briers, and, as he and his friends tried

to hack their way through, suddenly Indians

appeared on the heights on either side, and

the white men were forced to fly for their

lives.

Yet there is one white person alive who

has set eyes on the famous Taiopa. In the

year 1898 an old Pima chief fell ill while at

a valley farm, and was nursed back to

health by a Mexican lady. He went home,

and soon afterwards sent his nurse a gift of

a lump of gold ore, which assayed something

like a thousand ounces to the ton. The

Mexican lady, convinced that the ore came

from Taiopa, went to the chief and asked

him to show her the lost mine. Eventually

he agreed, and gave her into the hands of

two Indian women for them to lead her to the

spot. The women seemed in a great fright,

and would only travel by night. After four

nights' hard riding they came to a deep

canyon half blocked by a monstrous spur of

The most famous of lost Mexican mines is

the Taiopa, supposed to be located in the

Sahtiaripa district of the province of Sonora.

This mine is said to have been worked by

the Spaniards, but its position is now known

only to a small tribe of Pima Indians, who

absolutely refuse to betray the secret.
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means, sir. In fact," said the landlord, lower

ing his voice, confidentially, " Mr. Foliott's

pretty poor, from what I've heard. It's said

that he speculated and got bit, and had to

put a mortgage on the property. I couldn't

say whether it's true, though. But if it is I

should guess it's Mrs. Foliott that's to blame

as much as he is."

" Extravagant ? "

" That's what's said, sir. She's a goodish

bit younger than him."

" The second wife, isn't it ? "

" Yes, sir. The first one died when his

daughter was ten years old."

" That's Miss Foliott ? "

" Yes, sir. Miss Katherine. She isn't

married."

Garnham, as he mounted his machine and

rode off down the winding white road which

led from Clodbury village in the direction of

Datchet Heath, thought within himself that

he could have dispensed with that last piece

of information. For it might be said that

he had come from America to marry Kathe

rine Foliott himselfâ��perhaps.

In its way the affair had a touch of

romance, though he was not disposed to

regard it romantically. He was the nephew

by marriage of George Foliott, younger

brother of the master of Cresset Court, who,

as a mere lad, had violently quarrelled with

his elder and gone out to the States,

becoming in due course a naturalized

American. Dying a rich man, he left

behind him an odd will. One quarter of

his wealth was bequeathed to his childless

widow, another to specified charities, while

the remaining half was divided equally

between his wife's nephew and his own

niece on condition that, both being unmarried

at the time of his death, they, within a year

of that event, married each other. If they

did not marry each received an income of

two hundred a year, and the charities would

be proportionately richer.

Garnham had of necessity written to Miss

Foliott, and her replies had been neither

gracious nor encouragingâ��indeed, she had

not scrupled to stigmatize her uncle's will as a

piece of abominable injustice, only relieved

by its folly. Garnham, reading, had decided

that here was a girl of spirit, and, moreover,

that it was pretty obvious, so far as she was

concerned, that the journey to England and

Cresset Court which he stood pledged to

make might just as well not be undertaken.

" This is the heath, I suppose ?" said

Garnham, presently. " And deucedly dreary

it looks ! Confound it allâ��just my luck ! "

His attention had been diverted from the

dreariness of the heathâ��it looked like an

endless rough common in the fading lightâ��

by the dismaying sound which every cyclist

knows. Dismounting, he examined his back

wheel. A puncture, sure enough ; the escap

ing air whistled under his fingers as he felt

the tyre and pulled out the spike-like thorn

which had penetrated it. Luckily he carried

a repairing kit. He wheeled the machine a

few yards off the road and set about making

the damage good. The job was not easy,

for the puncture was a bad one. When he-

stood up on completing it, the dusk of the

August evening was growing very near dark.

He reflected that it would be all he could

do to cross the heath and reach the road to

Motteridge before it was quite dark. His

mending operations had soiled his hands

and added not a little dust to his already

dusty attire. He looked down at both as he

prepared to mount again.

" I'm a lively-looking subject to make a

first appearance," he said, with a half laugh.

The idea troubled him somewhat as he

rode on, but not muchâ��he was not a man

to be disturbed by small things. And the

road soon absorbed his entire attention ; the

landlord, in declaring it not good, had dis

tinctly understated the case. Several times

he had to dismount and wheel his machine ;

once he was almost pitched head foremost

over the handle-bars. So in due course he

came within sight of the landmark for

which he had been on the watch â�� the

Friar's Cross, towering up between him

and the sky, through whose thinning clouds

the moon was now faintly shining. It was,

he saw, the usual sort of obelisk upon the

usual sort of pedestal, and black with age, or

looking black. Standing alone, gaunt and

tall, it had, he thought, quite a ghostly effect

in that solitary place. Certainly no American

prairie in its big way could be more com

pletely lonely than Datchet Heath in its

small one. He had not met or seen a single

creature since he left the inn. Now, as he

involuntarily paused to look about himâ��

he had dismounted againâ��he was, to all

appearances, the only person

" Halloa! " cried Garnham, suddenly.

He was not the only person on theÂ»

heath. A figure had darted out 4rom the.

shadow of the obelisk ; he heard a shrill,

scared cry, like a shout for help; in an

instant another followed it, and caught its

uplifted arm by the wrist. The menacing

gesture on the one hand, and the frantic

struggle to escape on the other, would have
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had better stay here for a little while. Perhaps

you had better ride on."

" Perhaps I hadn't," Garnham retorted,

laconically. " All right, youngsterâ��don't

hurry. An hour hence is time enough for

me."

" You think I can't ride alone ? "

" I think you aren't going to try, sonny."

Garnham was lighting his pipe ; he com

posedly completed the operation. " Isn't

Datchet farther off than Clodbury ? "

" V'esâ��about six miles. Why?"

" Because, if you take my advice, it's

Clodbury you'll make for. That brute has

hurt you more than a little bit, and the

sooner you can have your arm seen to the

better. If there's no particular reason why

you need be in Datchet to-night "

" But there is," interrupted the boy. He

got upon his feet. " You don't understand,"

he said, hurriedly. " Iâ��I must be in

Datchet, and by eleven o'clock, too. Iâ��

I'm expected there."

" Oh ? "

" Yes. Thereâ��there's someone waiting.

Itâ��it's awfully important. I must be there."

The voice was tremulous as well as hurried.

Garnham, seeing a prodigious blush mount

almost to the curly hair, gulped down what

came within an ace of being a whistle.

" So she is waiting for you, is she ? " he

asked, dryly.

" She ? " echoed the boy, sharply.

" Whoever the young lady may be," ex

plained Garnham, with composure. He

laughed, unable to keep it under. " Upon

my life, you're beginning pretty young, you

know."

" Perhaps that's my business," retorted the

other, haughtily.

"That's so," agreed Garnham. " All I

hope is that her papa and mamma know all

about it, and yours too. But they don't, I

supposeâ��eh ? "

" No, they don't," said the boy, defiantly.

"Just so," agreed Garnham again. " And

as I don't know them, I can't tell them, and

it wouldn't be any of my business if I did.

That being so, I may ask you where she's

waiting, perhaps ? '

"At the Wheatsheaf. We're not known

thereâ��it's in new hands, and it's the only

decent place. Not that it would matter if

we were known. We're to take the mail

train that goes through to London at mid

night." He stopped and laughed. "You

didn't expect to assist in an elopement, did

you ? "

" I didn't," said Garnham. He, too,

laughed. "If you ask me what I think

about it, youngster, it is that you ought to

be spanked. But it isn't my business to

spank you, and, anyhow, you mustn't keep

the little girl waiting. So the sooner we're

off the better. I'll see you as far as the

Wheatsheaf, anyway."

It still wanted some quarter of an hour

of eleven when they rode into Datchet and

stopped at the Wheatsheaf door. All the

rest of the little town seemed asleep, although

here and there a gabled window twinkled

with a light. Garnham, standing alone in

the creeper hung porchâ��his companion had

vanished after a moment's whispered confer

ence with the appearing landladyâ��laughed

as he looked across the silent road, picturing

the meeting that was doubtless taking place

in the room on his right. The situation

touched his sense of humour keenly. It

should be an exquisite little pink and white

apple-blossom of a girl, he thought, to be a

match for the pretty boy. He remembered

that he had somehow always pictured

Katherine Foliott as small and dainty and

fair; that chanced to be his notion of what

a woman should be. But this pair of infants '

For the moment they interested him more

than his own affairs. What, when they

discovered the elopement, would their

respective fathers and mothers say ? And

what

He swung round into the passage, attracted

by the opening of the room door. Did the

one infant, recollecting his existence, design

to present him to the other infant ? He had

sprung from his machine and disappeared

without waiting for a word. No, it was only

the landlady. But in passing out she held

the door so wide as to reveal the whole

of the small apartment. Garnham's heart

jumped. There had been no meetingâ��the

boy was alone. He stood under the glare of

the gaslight, staring at a letter in his hand.

When he had reeled from his saddle almost

fainting he had not shown a whiter face.

A queer impulse of protectionâ��tenderness,

he did not know what â�� surged up in

Garnham's breast. It drove him past the

landlady and into the room. As he shut the

door the boy swung round upon him.

" He is not here ! " he cried.

" He ? " echoed Garnham, bewildered.

" No !" His white face flamed ; he struck

the paper passionately. " He has gone, and

leaves me this ! He has thought it over,

and is sure that it would never do. It must

not be, for both our sakes, but particularly

for mineâ��oh, most particularly for mine !
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" Of course there is ! And I hate him !

Or, at any rate, I should hate having to marry

him. They want me to, at home. They've

plagued me about it till I couldn't stand it

any longer. And he"â��she repeated the

wrathful little jerk of her hand letter-wards

â��"has done nothing but worry me to throw

it all over and run away. I suppose he never

meant itâ��it just amused him, or he didn't

think I should have the courage. But I

made up my mind all at onceâ��I had toâ��

and wrote to him to meet me here. He has

often said that this would be the best way to

manage itâ��he has arranged it all a dozen

timesâ��but I wouldn't listen. And now "â��

hertheeks and eyes flamed againâ��" he writes

to say that it is better notâ��he's afraid, I

supposeâ��and that I had best go home ! "

"And hadn't you ?" asked Garnham, gently.

"Iâ��I can't!" A fierce sob caught her

breath. " I shouldn't dare ride back all that

way in the night, even if my arm wasn't so

stiff and didn't hurt so awfully. And if I'm

not back before morning they'll find outâ��I

left a letterâ��father would never forgive me. I

can't even stay here, I've no moneyâ��I forgot

to bring any. I daren't tell the people how

it is and who I amâ��how dare I ? I don't

know how I'm telling youâ��I'm ashamed to

death ! But youâ��you've been so kind, and

I must tell somebody ! "

"Yes, yes, little girlâ��that's all right," said

Garnham, as before. He patted the slender

shoulder again. " Come, come, you mustn't

cry."

" I won'tâ��it isn't worth it! " She sat up,

drying her drowned eyes with vicious little

dabs. " Of course, you think I'm a horrid

girlâ��you must. But I'm not, reallyâ��I never

did anything of this sort before." A gleam

of bashful mirth shot under her black lashes ;

her mouth twitched with something that

struggled hard not to be a laugh. " But I

couldn't help thinking it was ever so funny

when you believed I was a boy and that I

was going to elope with a girl. Iâ��had to

wear theseâ��these wretched clothes ! I was

afraid to ride across the heath so late in my

own; I thought people wouldn't notice me if

they thought I was a boy. And I couldn't

come before it was dark because I had to

wait until no one would see me. I got out

while they were at dinner. I pretended to go

to bed with a headache, you know." She

glanced downwards with a blush. " They're

Tom's. So's the bicycle."

" Your brother ? "

" No ; my cousin."

" And he won't miss them ? "

" Not before the morning."

" And if you get back before the morning

it will be all right ? Can you get into the

house the way you got out ? "

'' Most likely. I left the side-door undone.

They won't look again; they had bolted it

once."

" How far is it ? Motteridge ? "

" Beyond Motteridge. More than twenty

miles from here by road."

"A decent horse will do it before daylight,

even if you rest for an hour and have some

thing to eat. I'll see if they've got one,"

said Garnham.

He turned to leave the room as if the

situation were the most natural in the world

The girl sprang and intercepted him. " But

I can't go alone ! I daren't," she cried.

"Of course not ; I'm going to drive you.1'

She had caught his arm ; he put his hand

over hers reassuringly. " It will be all right/'

he said, cheerfully. 'â�¢ I shall just take you

home, see that you get in safely, and take

myself off. I've got to go to Motteridge

anyway, you see. So it doesn't make the

least difference, and there's nothing to thank

me for." He paused ; her fluttering fingers

slipped from under his. " You're not going

to fret over this business, are you ? "

" Fret ? For such a reason ! " she ejacu

lated, disdainfully.

" You're not ? That's right ! " said Garn

ham. He put his hand on her shoulder.

" Then see here, little girl; take my advice,

and give the other fellow a chance. Perhaps

he's worth it. And, anyhow, he can't deserve

it less than this oneâ��precious young idiot !

Now I'll tell them to bring you something to

eat. And the bag off your machine ? Ohâ��

a cloak ? Yes ; I see."

It was a tall, slim, perfectly girlish figure

which Garnham an hour later helped into

the chaise which he brought round to the

Wheatsheaf door ; the long, frilly cloak of

delicate tussore silk, elaborate with lace and

ribbons which draped it from throat to shoes,

quite hid the boyish cycling suit. He put in

the bicycle, which was also the purloined

property of "Tom," and followed himself:

they rattled away from the Wheatsheaf

door, and left slumbering Datchet behind

them.

Garnham presently chuckled, and the girl

turned to stare at him in the darkness.

" You're laughing ! " she said, suspiciously.

" I beg your pardon," said Garnham.

" What at ? " she demanded.

" Well, your talk," said Garnham, apolo

getically. He laughed again. " ' Hanged
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" Put up the horse ? " Garnham echoed.

"Yes." Her tone was sober, but her

mouth twitched traitorously; she looked up

with guileless eyes. " This is Cresset Court,

you know," she said.

" What ? " cried Garnham. Bewildered,

he backed against the sundial. " This

Cresset Court ? Then youâ��you are Miss

Foliott? Katherine?"

" I haven't any sisters," said the girl,

demurely.

There was a silence. Some waking birds

began to twitter in one of the giant elms,

roused by the coming of the dawn. Garnham

broke it.

â�¢' I suppose," he said, slowly, " I suppose

I may take it that I'm the other fellow?"

She nodded dumbly, her eyes on the

grass.

" And that you ran off to get rid of me ? "

"Yes." She half glanced up. "I couldn't-

know what you were like when I hadn t seen

you, could I ? "

" That's so," said Garnham. He stood

smoothing his moustache, looking at her.

" Seems to me you took a lot of unnecessary

trouble, little girl," he said, gently.

" Trouble ? " she echoed.

"Yes. You might have guessed that my

coming here didn't mean that Id bother you.

I'd made up my mind not to do that before

I sailed. 1 knew well enough you didn't

want me, you seeâ��your letters had made it

pretty plain. I meant to let you know from

the first that you needn't be afraid of me

or of being plagued either." He paused.

" Well, there's no harm done. I'll write to

your father about it."

" You won't stay ? '' She stared at him.

" It's best not. I'll tell him I've changed

my mind."

" He'll be most awfully angry ! "

" He will get over it."

" If you don't come and stay here you

break the first condition and lose your two

hundred a year !"

"Yes; that's so."

" And I get all fourâ��yours and mine

too !"

"That's all right. It isn't your fault."

Another pause. An early - rising rabbit

stole out of covert in the shrubbery, saw the

two unexpected humans, and vanished like a

grey and white meteor.

"Of course," began Miss Foliott, in a

chilly voice, and apparently addressing the

sundial, "of course, if you prefer to go "

" I don't,'' said Garnham, squarely.

" No ? " asked Miss Foliottâ��of the sun

dial.

"No," declared Garnham, as squarely.

" You didn't," observed Miss Foliott, still

to the sundial, li you didn't appear to be very

anxious to come here when we were at tho

Friar's Cross."

" I wasn't," said Garnham.

" That looks "â��Miss Foliott admonished

the sundial with some severityâ��" as though

you were a person very prone to change your

mind."

" A good deal may sometimes happen in

a very short time," said Garnham.

" May it ?'' wondered Miss Foliott, with

lifted eyebrows.

"At any rate," went on Garnham, sturdily,

" I know that a good deal has happened in a

very short time to me."

" What ? " asked Miss Foliott, innocently,

and momentarily abandoning the sundial.

" You don't want that question answered,"

said Garnham, quietly.

A third pause. The pale streaks in the

eastern sky were turning to gold ; it seemed

that all the birds were awake.

" You see '' commenced Miss Foliott,

slowly.

"Yes?" questioned Garnham, meeting

the dark e>es.

" If you go " went on Miss Foliott,

tremulously.

" Yes. If you go I sha'n'tâ��shall I ?â��be

able to take your advice."

" If I go ? " repeated Garnham, looking at

the dropped black lashes.

He made a quick step forward. With a

quicker movement the girl slipped by him

and got to the door. Her eyes, glancing

back over her shoulder as she opened it,

shone in a face that was rosy to her curly

hair.

" My advice ? " echoed Garnham.

"Toâ��to give the other fellow a chance,

you know," she said.

The door shut upon her. Garnham,

listening, heard the sound of her retreating

footsteps die away in the silence of the

sleeping house. It was full dawn. He sat

down beside the sundial to wait for the day.
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ground, his left hand on his throat, his

right reaching for the pistol that protruded

ominously from the warder's pocket. I

knew these things as by instinct as I raged

in anticipation about my cell, panting, listen

ing for the dread cry that might bring the

other keepers. But it came not, that cry.

Panzer had taken the pistol and with blow

after blow of its butt end had driven back

the utterance that might have foiled our plan.

The keys ! I heard them jingle as they

came away from the keeper's belt. I heard

the cell door clang as Panzer ran out, his cry

of exultation as he rushed to my door.

I waited an age, anathematizing his bung

ling fingers while he hunted for the key

that would open my door. Any moment

and a keeper might find business in that

corridor. But at lastâ��at last the door swung

open and I was freeâ��free .' No, we must first

get out of the jail. But that, too, we had

planned.

" Tracy next," said Panzer, hoarsely.

We rushed to a cell near by.

"Thank Heaven! Free at last!" ex

claimed Tracy, in a stage whisper, as he

stepped from his cell.

" This way, boys ; follow me ! " exclaimed

Panzer. With determined faces we ran along

the corridor and out of a door leading to the

roof, and as we rushed out, striped suits and

all, into the bright light of day, there fell

upon us a roar of wild applause, the sound

of multitudinous hand-clapping.

" Hurrah ! " " Bravo ! " " Do it again !"

" Very good !" " Hey there, stripes, yer the

real thing all right! You look the part!"

" Where are you goin' to show that ? " " Is

that gun loaded ? " etc.

In fact, we were acting in the middle of the

strangest arena ever contrived by man. We

were standing upon the roof of the office

building. The voices we heard came from

its hundreds of back windows, which were

crowded with an army of typewriters and

office clerks who had been enjoying their

luncheon-hour with a view of the hair-raising

melodrama, " The Convicts' Escape," which,

in the manner just described, was having its

first scene enacted on the roof-top in the

heart of a business district.

In the streets below the tide of prosaic

business ebbed and flowed, all unconscious

of the proximity of romance. Only those

fortunate souls with box-seats in the pro

scenium were aware of the sights and sounds

which the theatre-going public for the most

part imagines takes place far from the

madding crowd.

Sights and sounds 1 Yes. The public1

taste in moving pictures (which has been

sated with scenes of foreign travel and now

demands "stories," i.e., connected series of

melodramatic incidents, comic or tragic) is

so exacting in the matter of realism that, in

order to make the pantomimes as lifelike as

possible, the performers are required to talk

as well as to act their parts.

And that is why the progress of the fight

between the convict and the warder in the

one cell was so perfectly apparent to me in

the nextâ��I could hear every word; that is

why Panzer cried hoarsely, " Tracy next! "â��

to enable the picture-machine to convey the

exact expression of a man keen to release a

fellow-prisoner from his cell ; that is why our

faces were "determined" as we ran along

the corridor and out on the roof, where

we met the applause of the people in the

windows.

Our business on the roof was not yet

completed. But in the meantime the cells

below had to undergo a transformation in

readiness for the succeeding scene, which

was to represent the yard of the prison.

This became evident when the stage-manager

said : " Now, then, carpenter, tear away the

partition and make an exterior of the flat ;

put numbers on the cell doors and hang a

bell rope down the wall for the keepers to

give the alarm, while we are getting these

boys out of the jail. This way, convicts."

He led us round towards a half-open

scuttle in the roof and told us to climb into

it. The picture machine was placed just

behind the scuttle.

"Now," said the stage-manager, "as soon

as I close this scuttle we will start the

machine. Then you fellows push up the

scuttle as though you had found your way to

the roof of the jail, ('limb out and run

crouching to the edge of the roof and peer

over. We will have another machine down

below to get you as you go down the wall."

Slowly, stealthily, as convicts might, we

raised the iron cover, and with the machine

recording every movement, every expression,

we crept along the roof and peered over the

edge. Ten feet below was a yard. An iron

ladder led down to it, but at the foot of

the ladder walked a sentry, an actor in jail-

warder's uniform, armed with a rifle. Another

camera had been recording his slow pacing

to and fro, and now, of course, it began

to show our heads looming menacingly above

him. Farther along the stage-manager, all

excitement, but out of range of the camera,

was shouting directions.
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When, in spite of them, he married Criona,

it's downcast creatures they were, and

mournful, draggle-tailed warriors who trooped

back after the weddin'-party to Connaught;

and through the length and brea'th of that

province they spread themselves, croakin' that

both Cormac and Connaught were now done

for ; there'd be no more wars and no more

spoils, and the young men would be turned

into old womenâ��as the prophecies had fore

told. They seen well that Queen Criona

looked through them, and witnessed the

thoughts in their hearts, and found they'd

been influencin' weak-minded Cormac for

bad; and that she'd have small failte

(welcome) for them coming about Cormac

or his castle any more. So they dispersed

themselves every man to his own homeâ��

and sucked their thumbs there.

This was the first time Cormac ever differed

with Conal and his ill counsellors ; they riz an

uproar when they found he fell in love with

Criona; and they threatened all sorts if he

wouldn't leave her where he found her and

come single again to his own country. For

they well knew the wise and strong-minded

woman she was; and knew that if they let

Cormac get into her clutches, as they put it,

small influence they'd ever have over him

after. But Cormac, poor fellow, was so

desperate in love that for the first time in his

life he dared to defy Conal and his clan.

Right enough, there came big changes on

Connaught ; Criona took Cormac in hands

and showed him the beauty of peace and

Christian forbearance. He loved her devot'ly

from the first : and it's deeper and deeper he

fell in love with her every day after, so that,

if she'd tell him it was for his good (or hers)

or for the good of Connaught, he'd put his

foot in the fire and hold it there till it burned

to the stump. Consequently, for the first

time in ages, Connaught ceased goin' to war,

and begun growin' peaceful and prosperous

and happy. The land thrived and flourished

as it never done afore in the memory of

man; and people sayed that the clever

Criona had brought them God's blessing.

All quarters and corners of the country

envied the kingdom of Connaught, for that

it had such a clever woman at the head of

it; and the 1'arned, and the wise, and the

witty used to resort to the castle of King

Cormac from all arts and parts of Ireland,

on purpose to make the acquaintance of the

wittiest Queen any province ever knew, and

the remarkablest all roundâ��for she could

outdo at their own games all the scholars,

and doctors, and wits of Erin. And, as well

you may suppose, it was Cormac was the

proud man of her. He'd never pass a law,

or walk a step, without first consulting

Criona, and having her advice upon it. So

clever was this woman, too, that while

managin' to make him do all things she

wanted, she conthrived in such a way as

humoured him, poor fellow, into the belief

he was doin' only what he himself wanted.

And he believed he was grown a mighty wise

Kingâ��the wisest in all Ireland. Sartain

proof of it was that the wisest woman, whom

all the world acknowledged, in all Ireland

said, " That's good," to everything he done.

Purty soon he began to grow vain of himself.

" Criona," he'd say, " all the world must give

in that myself and yourself are the wisest

King and Queen history ever heerd tell of."

" There's sorra doubt of it," Criona, she'd

say, without ever a smile showin'.

At long and at last, King Cormac he got

so vain of what he now believed to be

entirely his own wisdom that Conal and his

colleagues, who, though they kept quiet and

far from the Coort all this time, still owed

Criona a deadly spite, and still longed to get

hold of King Cormac again and be back at

their thievin', their murderin's and morodin's

â��Conal and his colleagues they come to the

Coort in ones and pairs, making pretence to

Criona to have turned wise and peaceful

men and great admirers of hers â�� and in

sinuated themselves again around Cormac by

flattery. For, now they seen his weak spot,

they made their most of it. They never tired

tellin' him that his like for wisdom, for states

manship, and for kingcraft was never before

known, not in Ireland alone, but in the whole

worldâ��and that there would be a good many

moons in the sky, and three in the du'ghill,

afore his equal would be seen again. Cormac

soon got back all his old liking for Conal,

who, he now thought, was a fine fellow

entirely. And when Conal had him well

worked up he said to Cormac there was only

one small thing standin' in the way of his

fame, as the wisest of Princes, goin' down to

all time.

" And what's that ?" says King Cormac,

says he.

When Conal told that as all great men had

enemies, so he had some, too, scattered here

and there, who envied him beca'se of his

greatness, and who went up and down the

country trying to rob him of all credit for his

wisdom, "By what manes?" Cormac wanted

to know. Conal told that the means they

took was givin' it out that all his wisdom was

only his wife's; that he didn't know how to
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ridiculous, it's tied to your apron-strings I

should beâ��instead of being, as I am, the

wisest, and most knowledgable, and far-famed

King that Ireland has known this many a

day." Says he, " I have been so lazy for

past ten years back that I neglected entirely

the Fair of Farney. For the time to come

I intend, with Heaven's help, never to miss

it. Conal," says he, " would you order the

neatest and smartest small pony in my stable

to be saddled for me ? Put on it a white

bridleâ��as sign that it's for sale I have it.

I went about so little lately, since I got

lazy, that there'll be few in the fair 'ill know

me as King Cormac. They'll think I'm an

old fellow come from the country to dispose

of his pony."

The Court was consternated more and

more â�� dumbfoundered entirely. Criona,

wise woman that she was, saw in a jiffy how

the wind sat : for, more by the same token,

she was not till now without having her

suspicions of the mischief Conal and his

colleagues were up to. But she just bowed

her head and turned the talk to another

subject.

And, in troth, to tell the truth, Cormac

was delighted withinside himself that she

took it so; for, for all the bold face he put

on, he was trimblin' lest she'd put down her

foot and say " No !"

There was a faithful fellow at the Courtâ��

a Leinsterman who had been sarvant to her

father, and who she'd fetched with her from

home. Afore she went to bed that night

she had a five minutes' private chat with

him ; and when she had finished with him

she put some goold in his fist and warned

him to be mum.

When they were retirin' that night Cormac

was still trimblin' withinside himself, but

he thought it was due from him to Criona

to mollify her a bit; so he said, " Criona,

darlin', you know I have now come to the

time of day to have senseâ��if I'll ever have

any. And it would be too bad for you for

to expect that I'm too foolish to be trusted

to go by myself, of my own accord, to the

Fair of Farney."

" True for you," says Criona, says she,

chiming in with him. " You surely have

come to the time of day to have sense now.

It's what I've just been thinking to myself,"

says she, " that, for the time to come, you

should be guidin' both yourself and meâ��

instead of me pretending, as I have done, to

be taking it on myself to guide both of us."

Faith, Cormac was relieved and happy to

find how she took it. He told her that she

might trust him from this time on to guide

the pair of them, and guide Connaught as

well. And he'd begin now, this night, to

take no more advice from her.

" Cormac," she said, " I'm proud to see

you showing such a fine spirit. From now,

begin," says she. " By your own advice, and

of your own free will, go to the Fair of

Farney the morrow as the first step; and I

have no doubt you'll very soon prove to me

you have enough wisdom not alone to guide

yourself and me and Connaughtâ��but the

whole world."

"Thank you, Criona," says he ; "from my

heart I thank you. And I want you to

believe that you'll never have raison to be

vexed for puttin' yourself under my guidance

from this night on."

Well and good ; in the mornin' King

Cormac was early astir and had a hearty

breakfast; and when he went out into the

courtyard Conal was there, holding a

beautiful little pony, saddled, and with a

white bridle on it, to pretend it was for sale ;

and, when Cormac put his leg over it, Conal

give him a hearty thump on the back, sayin',

" Bowld fellow, King Cormac," says he, " it's

meself was proud for you last night; you'll

very soon now show the worl' who is master

at the Coort of King Cormac." And King

Cormac he smiled very proud, and he rode

away out of the gate.

As he was throttin' over the drawbridge

fofnenst of the castle, Queen Criona threw

open her window and called to him, and

he stopped.

" Cormac," says she, "what in the world

tempts you for to make such a fool of

yourself as saddle an ass and ride it to

Farney ? "

Cormac, he looked at the pony and then

looked up at Criona, and says he, " Criona,

my dear, is it that you have taken laive of

your senses ? Don't you see that I'm ridin'

the finest little pony my stables can show ? "

Criona, she laughed hearty at this, and

saved he was fond of his joke in the mornin.'

"Nevertheless," says she, "it's a joke un-

becomin' a King, for to ride to Farney on an

ass; and that you'll soon find if anyone

discovers you to be King Cormac."

He got as mad as ten hatters with her,

and he said to her something wasn't in his

prayers : and he spurred his pony out over

the drawbridge and away with him.

Now Cormac wasn't gone three mile of the

way, and his anger wasn't simmered downâ��

though it was nearly soâ��when he overtuk a

gay lad steppin' out, with a stick in his hand,























Maid v. Man.

BY FLORENCE WARDEN.

SN'T it simply the sweetest

and prettiest little darling of

a cottage in all the world,

\V heeler ? "

This question was addressed,

in the most enthusiastic of

tones, by a very pretty, brown - haired,

brown-eyed girl of twenty to a middle-aged

woman who stood a few paces away from

her, removing the traces of packing-straw

from one of the drawing room arm chairs.

But twenty years more of life, the fatigue

of a journey from London into Suffolk, the

superintendence of the unpacking of a van-

load of furniture, and the uncomfortable

picnicking which had to follow had damped

Wheeler's capacity for enjoyment, and she

replied in no very good humour:â��

" Pretty it may be, miss. I'm no judge of

that. But what I say is that it's uncommon

lonely, and if you was to be took ill in the

night, say, why, where would you be?"

" Oh, well, people don't expect to be taken

suddenly ill very often, and, after all, I dare

say it isn't so much farther to the doctor's

here than it is in town," said Mollie Dixon,

who, having been the prime mover in her

father's decision to take a week-end cottage

in the country, was naturally inclined to look

on the bright side of things when she had

succeeded in getting her wish fulfilled.

" Let alone," went on Wheeler, in a

grumbling tone, as she regretfully watched

the empty furniture van as it went lumbering

away along the winding road, in the afternoon

sunshine of the warm September day, "as

it's a good half-mile to the village to get so

much as a reel of thread, and you might be

robbed and murdered by tramps if I was so

much as to leave you to draw a pail of water

from the well. Well, indeed ! " repeated the

old London servant, accustomed to the more

convenient water-taps of ultra-civilization.

But nothing could depress the happy

Mollie, who, with smiling face if somewhat

dishevelled hair, ran up and down the narrow

and straight cottage staircase, and in and out

through the little square brick porch into the

drawing-room on one side and through the

dining-room to the kitchen on the other, as

busy as a bee and as blithe as a bird.

Laughing at the complaints of her com

panion, who was an old and trusted family

servant, she refrained from further comments

for a little while, but before long her over

whelming delight in the old red-tiled kitchen

with its rough wooden beams got the better

of her once again, and she exclaimed, as they

began to arrange plates and jugs upon the

dresser:â��

" Wheeler, you know people talk about

'silly Suffolk '? Well, I think they must be

silly because in this pretty country they are

too happy to want to use their brains much."

The old servant was almost indignant at

this perverse explanation of the proverbial

saying.

"/never heard anybody call it so pretty

before!" she said, with some veiled con

tempt. "And as for silliness, they're not

too silly to be wicked. Why, the papers say

as this man Ridge, who's wanted by the

police for stealing Lady What's her-name's

jewellery and murdering the maid as tried to

stop him, is a Suffolk man, and comes from

Ixdale, not so very far from here."

" Oh, of course I don't mean that there

are no wicked people in the county. I know

there have been crimes committed here just

as in other counties," said Mollie, seeing that

the cantankerous old servant was growing

warm in her own views. " I only meant

thatâ��that I'm enjoying myself immensely,

even in all the confusion and dust of the

' move.'"

She placed a soup-tureen carefully on the

dresser and opened a door at the side,

revealing a rickety ladder of some do/en

steps, leading into impenetrable blackness.

" Where does this lead to? " asked she.

" To the coal cellar, or else the wine-cellar,

I expect," said Wheeler, tartly. " Don't you

go down there, miss, without a candle. It's

been built most inconvenient-like under that

bit of a winding staircase as goes up to my

bedroom ; and as I was trying to look down

it this morning I gave myself such a crack on

the head with the edge of the flooring above

as I sha'n't forget in a hurry!"

" It's a good big one for such a small

house, at any rate," replied the irrepressibly

high-spirited Mollie, as she ducked her brown

head under the projecting roof of the cellar

and peered down. " It's quite as large as

our coal-cellar in London, and would hold

three or four tons, I'm sure."

This was, she felt, a discovery to be

proud of, but she could not rouse Wheeler's

enthusiasm.

"Then it's a deal bigger than we shall
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want," she remarked, with a dark suggestion

that the family would soon get tired of its

" week-end " freak.

Mollie withdrew her head suddenly from

under the projection, and looking up from

the third step down, on which she was

standing, screwed her pretty face up into a

grimace.

" Ugh ! It smells of bad tobacco. Some

one's been smoking down there," she said.

Wheeler hastened across the floor, stooped,

and sniffed.

"Stale!" she said, laconically. "There

hasn't been nobody smoking there lately ' "

''Somebody's been down there, though,"

said Mollie, looking up again, after another

look, with an altered expression of face.

" What do you mean ?"

Wheeler had instinctively lowered 'her

voice, and dropped her hands, full of plates

and dishes, upon the table.

Mollie came up the remaining steps, and

crossed the kitchen to say low in her ear :â��

" There are bits of bread on the floor, and

there's a smell of cheese ! "

" Some tramp's been in there, very like,''

said Wheeler, half to herself, as she hastily

found a candle, stuck it in a candlestick after

a second hunt, and got a light after a third

expedition in search of matches.

Meanwhile Mollie, rather paler than before,

stood listening at the door which led to the

cellar ; but no sound whatever reached her

ears. She said nothing to Wheeler when the

latter began the descent into the unknown

depths below, but stood waiting, with a very

uncomfortable feeling that there is another

point of view than pure delight from which

the isolation of a country cottage may be

viewed.

An exclamation from Wheeler made her

drop quickly on her knees to look down.

" What is it ? "

She could see the light flickering about in

the darkness below, for the cellar was of

some depth, and she could see something in

Wheeler's hand. In the meantime she got

no answer to her question.

" Well, have you found anything ?" she

repeated.

" 'Sh !â��'sh ! " said Wheeler.

And again the flickering light went round

and round, and Mollie, peering down into

the darkness, saw that the old servant was

searching every corner of the cellar. The

girl waited impatiently, feeling sure that

some unpleasant discovery had been made

by her companion, and lull of anxiety for

her explanation. Then she heard Wheeler

dragging something across the cellar floor

and up the rickety ladder.

Mindful of the whispered injunction to

be quiet, the girl said nothing more until

Wheeler arrived, panting and pale, at the

same level as herself, and opened before her

astonished eyes a small and very dirty sack,

revealing to her startled gaze a quantity of

potatoes, and in their midst a torn news

paper, through the holes in which appeared

something bright and sparkling.

" Di'monds ! " whispered Wheeler. " Di'-

monds, miss, as sure as I'm alive ! "

Mollie uttered an exclamation, but was

checked by a look and gesture from her

companion.

. With her finger on her lip old Wheeler,

after an anxious glance round the kitchen as

if afraid that they might be overheard or

watched by some unseen eye, opened the

paper still further and showed an amazing

collection of jewellery, obviously of the most

valuable kind.

There was a long string of very large and

beautiful pearls, fastened by a diamond

clasp ; a tiara, bent and broken, evidently in

a clumsy attempt to remove the stones, some

of which were of very large size ; there were

two bracelets, one set with diamonds alone,

the other with diamonds, pearls, and one big

emerald of splendid colour ; there were two

or three handsome brooches set with precious

stones of exceptional size ; and there was a

tiny watch, set with diamonds, with the

monogram " L. M. D." in turquoise - blue

enamel on the back.

Mollie uttered a low cry and seized Wheeler

by the wrist. " Do you know whose they

are ? Do you know what they are ?" she

cried into her ear. " Look ! ' L. M. D.'

1 >on't you remember ? Didn't you read in

the papers the list of Lady Dennington's

jewels ? These are the things stolen by the

man the police are looking forâ�� the man who

stole Lady Dennington's jewels from her

house in Hill Street and shot the poor maid

on the stairs."

Wheeler's face was a picture of dismay

and terror. She tried to laugh, to make

objections, but the look of deadly horror

which remained upon her features belied the

attempt at protest or denial.

" What makes you think that ?" she

whispered, hoarsely.

" Everything. The initials ; the list of

things ; the finding them here, near where

the man lived. Oh, Wheeler, we must go to

the police - station and give information at

once!"
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ever and anon in that direction, her heart

beating faster whenever she did so. What if

the thief should really be about after all, and

should take advantage of her being alone to

make his presence known before Wheeler

could get back ? As she asked herself the

question, standing at the door which led

straight from the kitchen into the dining-

room, Mollie fancied she heard a sound in

the cellarâ��that very cellar out of which the

jewels had been taken by the old servant.

She gave one look at the cellar door ; there

was no lock to it and the latch was broken.

The door by which she was standing had a

lock indeed, but there was no key in it, and

Mollie withdrew to the upper floor with an

uncomfortable feeling that a cottage in a row

is, after all, worth two in a garden.

She went upstairs on tiptoe, shut herself

into one of the bedrooms, and looked out of

the window.

In the garden, which was a big one for the

size of the dwelling, were fruit trees, currant

and gooseberry bushes, shut in by a hedge in

front and a low wall at the back and sides.

Beyond was the road, with a charming view

of fields and hills and trees. But the land

scape had at that moment no charms for

Mollie, for as she stretched out her neck to

look as far as possible into her surroundings

she caught sight of a man moving stealthily

among the apple trees in the little bit of

orchard on the right.

She bit her lip hard to repress a scream.

It was a long time before she could get more

than fleeting glimpses of his figure, and she

could not obtain a sight of his face. He was

evidently in hiding, and it was only by watch

ing very closely that she was even able to

make sure that he was of rather slight build,

that he was dressed in the clothes of a

labourer, and that he wore a shabby old felt

hat, pulled down over his head so as to

conceal his face.

She could scarcely doubt that he was

the murderer, and that, returning suddenly

to the cottage where he had left his ill-gotten

booty, he had found, to his dismay, the

house occupied and the';d.QX>rs closed. â�¢ ,

Then there were the windows. Mollie re

membered, with an ugly sensation, that it was

easy enough for a man versed in the arts of

housebreaking to force an entrance either by

that or by some other means. How long

had he been there ? Did he know that she

was alone in the house ? Mollie could only

hope that he had just arrived, and that he

was ignorant, at present, of the number

and sex of the inmates.

The time seemed long while she waited,

scarcely daring to look out, but listening

intently for the slightest sound to indicate

either Wheeler's return or the approach of

the man from the orchard.

At last, unable to restrain her impatience,

and already uneasy at the old servant's long

absence, Mollie went again to the window

and peeped out in the direction of the spot

where she had seen the crouching man. Her

heart seemed to stand still; for while there

was less to be seen than ever of his figure,

she now perceived that there was a gun in

his hand.

Full of unrest and excitement which she

could not subdue, Mollie went out of the

room, listened, and, hearing no sound within

the house, went softly down the uncarpeted

stairs as far as the open door of the dining-

room. She could see the heap of furniture

still waiting to be put in place, the carpet

already laid, the table in the middle of the

room. Nothing appeared to have been dis

turbed since she and Wheeler were at work

together.

An uneasy sense of curiosity, a vague

restlessness and anxiety concerning Wheeler

and her long absence, which had now lasted

more than an hour, made her rash ; she went

slowly through the dining-room and peeped

into the kitchen.

A sort of sob rose to her lips.

On the table, amid all the confused

collection of plates, kitchen utensils, straw,

and paper, were the unmistakable indications

that someone had been making a light repast.

A basket which Wheeler had brought with

her to the cottage was open on a chair, while

fragments of the sandwiches and biscuits

which it had contained lay on the table.

Mollie stared at the table and the basket

alternately, trying hard to persuade herself

that it was Wheeler who had eaten the sand

wiches and left the crumbs lying about. But

she knew that this was not so; the old ser

vant had declared herself too tired to eat,

and both she and Mollie had decided to

leave the refreshment untasted until they

should have reduced one room at least to

something like order.

The girl looked stealthily round the room,

and, stepping backwards, would have with

drawn from the kitchen as noiselessly as she

had come, though not with so light a heart.

For the uncanny sense that she could not be

alone in the house was strong upon her.

There was one step to mount between

dining-room and kitchen ; she had scarcely

reached it when she felt herself seized from
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"I want nothing but what's right and fair

and neighbourly, if so be you treat me

square," said he, speaking with an accent

in which it was possible to perceive the

dialect of his native Suffolk struggling with

the Cockney twang he had acquired by resi

dence in London.

" What I've got to say to you's this : I

know the 'tecs is a-watchin' me. I've seen 'em

outside," and he jerked his thumb over his

shoulder in the direction of the orchard,

where Mollie had seen the man with the gun.

" And I know the stuff's been took away."

As he uttered these last words he suddenly

changed his tone, and, leaning forward across

the heaped-up table, glared at her out of two

bloodshot, black eyes above the pots and

pans, the jugs and tea-kettles, in a manner

which gave her a fresh insight into his

character and temper.

"The stuff?" echoed Mollie, stupidly and

without the least idea of what he meant. He

glared at her still and growled out in a lower

voice :â��

" Oh, don't tell me ! You know well

enough what I'm a-talkin' of. But if you

must have it different," and he raised his

voice a little, " where's the jewelsâ��the jewels

what was in the cellar? They've been took

away, and what I want to know is, who took

'em ? Was it you ? "

Under cover of a momentary trepidation

at his tone, Mollie took a few moments to

consider what line of conduct she had better

pursue with this man. It was evident that, at

the time when she and Wheeler made the

discovery of the hidden jewellery, he had not

been near enough to hear or see what was

going on. To gain time, instead of answer

ing his question, she asked one in her turn.

" Where were you an hour ago ? " she said.

The man frowned, but, still staring at her

steadily in a sidelong way that had something

menacing as well as offensive in it, he

answered, sullenly:â��

" I was outside, watching among the bushes

till the removal men was gone.''

" But how did you get in again after

wards ? "

Her curiosity was so strong and so

naturally expressed that again he answered,

though with the same air of having the words

dragged out of him :â��

" Why, I got in, of course, by the way I

got outâ��the trap-door in the cellar what they

shove the coals through."

" Oh ! " exclaimed Mollie.

Neither she nor Wheeler had noticed that

one end of the cellar sloped upwards to the

roof, and that a square trap-door, instead of

the round, iron-rimmed hole common in

London, afforded an easy entrance or exit.

There was another short silence, and then

the man spoke sharply :â��

" Well, what I want to know is who took

them things ? Was it you ? "

A comforting idea flashed through Mollie's

mind. Probably he had only just come

back into the house, and knew nothing of

Wheelers departure for the village. Perhaps

he did not even know that they were only

two women by themselves.

" No ; it was one of the servants." she

answered, boldly.

For a moment this answer seemed to have

the desired effect. He glanced hurriedly

round him at the doors and at the window,

and seemed to be listening. But a look of

cunning presently appeared in his eyes, as he

retorted with a sneer :â��

" Servants, eh ? A precious lot of servants

you seem to have brought! Where are they ?

Where's the servant as took the jewels ?

Now, then, speak out, can't you ? Bring her

here."

Mollie thought she saw a way of escaping.

1 )oing her best to maintain a perfectly calm

and self-possessed manner, she said, glancing

at the dining-room door, which was half-open,

behind him :â��

" If you'll let me go and find her, I'll bring

her down and you can ask her about them."

But he was not to be so easily caught.

With a short laugh he shook his head and

said :â��

" No, no; we'll wait till she comes of her

own accordâ��if she's here at all," he added,

with a sudden inspiration. " I don't 'ear no

noise."

As he maintained his ground, looking

steadily over at her, Mollie began to feel sure

that he knew as well as she did that he and

she were alone in the house. Still there was

one comfortâ��the presence of the detective

in the orchard outside. She wondered

whether he would hear her if she were to

scream. Probably something in the furtive

glance she gave towards the window made

her companion guess what was passing in her

mind. Suddenly he whipped out a revolver

from his breast-pocket, and covering her with

it across the table, at close range, he snarled

out between his set teeth :â��

"Just you scream and I'll settle you, just

as I did the other one."

Mollie was paralyzed by the words, even

more than by the action. Beyond a doubt

this was the very man who had murdered
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But he knew there was this danger, and

he pulled the table with all its load towards

him, and placed it so that the corner touched

the wall. Then he walked backwards towards

the cupboard Mollie had indicated, while she,

nervous and uneasy, retreated a step or two

away from him, but did not dare either to

get herself into the corner thus made by the

table or to risk running past him towards

the dining-room.

Very quickly and neatly, with the dexterous

hands of an experienced thief, he opened the

cupboard, hunted for and found the sack,

and taking out the jewels carefully one by

one, keeping an eye upon Mollie all the time,

he secreted the various ornaments about his

person, some in one pocket and some in

another, and then, springing nimbly to his

feet, turned once more to face her.

Mollie had cast longing but furtive glances,

first at the back door and then at the window.

But she and Wheeler had made all so fast

that she knew it was hopeless to make a dash

for freedom while he was so near.

With the jewels once more in his pocket

the criminal showed yet another change in

his demeanour. He was less anxious, and

more inclined to a horrible sociability, which

alarmed Mollie infinitely more than even his

threats had done.

He leaned against the kitchen range and

sniggered.

" Well," said he, " that servant of yours is

a long time a-coming, miss. It strikes me

as how you and me have got it all to our

selves in here, so we may as well be friendly

while we've got to keep company."

Mollie turned cold and shivered. Indeed,

she was full of fears on Wheeler's account.

She dared not look at her watch, but she

knew by the fading of the light that more

than two hours must have passed since the

servant left the cottage.

" You want to get away?" said she, shortly.

" Yes, yes ; that's all right. I want to get

away, but when I go, you'll go, too," he said,

in an angry growl. " You don't suppose, do

you, as I'm a-going out to be nabbed, eh ? If

you like for to take me out with you as your

brother or your sweetheart, well and good.

But if you don't choose," he went on, as she

made an involuntary sign of dissent, " why,

then, when I go you'll be left behind in

such a manner as you won't be able to give

me away. See ? "

He made a dash across the floor and seized

her by the wrist with a grip which she found

unexpectedly strong for so small a man.

" You don't suppose as I've been hiding here

in this empty house, a-living on what I could

pick up, for days, just to let myself be nabbed

through a girl ? Now, see here, we'll do

things quiet if we can. How much money

have you got ? "

She answered promptly and truthfully :â��

" About three pounds, I think."

And putting her free hand into her pocket

she drew out her purse and gave it to him.

He took it with a nod, but he did not, as she

had hoped, let her go while he looked into it,

but just slipped it into one of his pockets

after a dexterous outward examination with

his forefinger and thumb.

" Now, then," said he, " I shall have to gag

you and tie you down, while I look about

among the things you've brought with you

for another coat. You've got some clothes

among your trunksâ��men's clothes ?" he

went on, sharply.

" Yes," answered Mollie, very quietly, very

submissively.

" In which room ? "

" Not the room over this, but the one

opposite to it."

" You mean upstairs ? "

" Yes."

He considered. He looked round. He

spied, what she had feared he would see, a

long piece of strong, stout cord which had

been round a box. Delight at this opportune

discovery, however, made him rash. He

turned to pick it up, stooped, and found the

cord held down by the end, which had been

shut in the back door. He tugged at it

sharply.

Seizing the golden moment, Mollie slid

behind the big kitchen table and, by a great

effort, lifted it, with all its heap of pots and

pans, china and glass, and overturned it on

to the stooping man.

She heard the sickening crash, heard his

cry, wondering, with a horrible feeling of

guilt and terror, whether she had killed him,

maimed him, or escaped him altogether.

But she could not wait to look. Leaping

through the doorway into the dining-room,

she flew to the window, turned back the

catch, threw up the sash, and, jumping out

into the long grass under the window, ran

out into the road screaming " Help ! help ! "

as loudly as she could.

As she ran across the garden she cast

anxious glances to right and left, looking for

the man with the gun, the man whom the

criminal had declared to be a detective.

But there was no movement among the

bushes ; there was no answer to her appeal

ing cry.
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But already a vague suspicion of the truth

had come into Mollie's mind, and, instead of

hurrying forward, she threw a frightened

glance at the prostrate figure, and saw that

though the print dress, the black jacket, and

the best black bonnet and veil were indeed

those of Wheeler, yet the hand that was

clutching the grass in the agony caused by a

broken leg was not that of Wheeler, but that

of the thief and murderer who, left alone in

the cottage, had forced open the servant's

box and tried to escape in her clothes.

Mollie st ggered, weeping with fright and

horror, back towards the cottage, sick with

the terrors she had gone through and also

with alarm on Wheeler's account.

Scarcely had she reached the garden, how

ever, when she was met by a woman from

the village who was able to explain the

mystery of the old servant's long absence.

She had been knocked down by a motor-car

before she reached the village, and stunned

by the fall. Luckily the occupants of the

vehicle were not of the type which brings

disgrace upon automobilism; they carried

the poor woman into Ixdale, where, as she

was unknown, she was taken to the cottage

hospital and medically attended at once.

She did not recover consciousness for two

hours, so that it was not until then that she

was able to give an account of herself and to

send a messenger to calm the fears of her

young mistress.

Mollie burst into tears on hearing of the

poor woman's misfortune. And, full of fears

on account of her new friend the young

farmer, she could not rest.

What if the murderer should shoot him ?

She had forgotten, in the first moment of

stupid submission to her new friend's orders,

that the criminal carried a revolver, and

might have strength enough to shoot even as

he lay writhing on the ground.

" I must go back," she said to the kindly

woman who had brought Wheeler's messageâ��

" back to the field ! "

But she was too much worn out to insist,

and when she tried to walk she staggered and

almost stumbled, and was obliged to submit

to be led back into the cottage, where she

fell down on a heap of half-unpacked furni

ture, and disgraced an athletic generation by

losing consciousness.

When she came to herself she remained a

moment with her eyes staring and vacant,

and then suddenly sat up and said :â��

" That man ! That man with the blue

Vol. xxxi.â��86.

eyes and the curly hair! I must go back

and find him, thank him, warn him. I must

â��I must ! "

Mollie had experienced a good many

shocks that day, but not one so overwhelming

as that she felt when a pleasant laugh in a

man's fresh young voice startled her, and

looking towards the window she saw her

handsome friend in the ragged hat sitting on

the ledge.

He rose to his feet on the long grass out

side, and, raising his hat, said:â��

"If I'm the fellow you mean I want no

thanks. I'm only too glad to have been

able to catch a scoundrel who tried to finish

his record of ill deeds by murdering you. It

was the muzzle of his revolver pointing

through the hedge which first opened my

eyes to the fact that it was not a dead

woman but a live man you and I were

chasing."

" And where is he now ? " asked Mollie,

looking fearfully round her, and clutching

the hand of the good woman who was fan

ning her in the dark cottage room.

" Safe in the local lock-up, and the

jewellery and money found on him are safe

too. We've made a big haul, and I do hope

you'll let me call as soon as your people

come down and tell you all the news about

him up to date."

" I shall be delighted, and so will they.

We shall want to thank you," stammered

Mollie.

But he was laughing and waving off her

thanks as he went down the garden.

" Who is he ? " asked Mollie, as soon as

he was out of sight.

" He's Mr. Tom Cheveley, old Squire

Cheveley's son, miss, and as nice a young

gentleman as there is in the countryside," said

the village woman, enthusiastically.

Mollie felt quite sure of that already. And

when her people did come down, and the two

families called upon each other, she soon

began to feel more sure of it still.

And by the time the trial of the murderer,

William Ridge, took place, and sentence of

death was passed upon one of the most

callous criminals that ever lived, Tom

Cheveley found that the girl whom he had

saved from the murderer's revolver was the

only girl in the world for him.

As for Mollie, she had already decided

that there was no hero in the world to com

pare with the man with the blue eyes and the

curly hair.
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The kitchens and larders are as bad as

they can be, and there is not an hotel in

London that is not better appointed. There

is really no larder accommodation, and the

kitchen is just under the members' smoking-

room, quite impossible from the utilitarian

point of view. The cellars, however, are

quite the best to be found in London, with

ample capacity and an even temperature.

Readers of this article may well ask if

a member of Parliament, without previous

similar training, can successfully carry out

those duties for which the manager of a big

hotel in London would demand a salary of

between two thousand and three thousand

pounds a year. I answer, unhesitatingly,

" No ! " It is neither the Chairman nor his

committee who keeps the details of this huge

concern going, but the head of the refresh

ment department, Mr. C. F. King, whose

patience, capabilities, urbanity, and level

headedness enable him to succeed where most

would fail. His trials are great and his

rewards are few, but those who work with him

know the qualities that underlie his strong per

sonality. Previous to Mr. King's appointment

as manager at the House of Commons he was

steward at the Senior United Service Club

from 1892 to 1899, and when he resigned

this post he was followed by the good wishes

of almost every member of the club.

The extremes of catering that are met

under the present management are very

great. It is possible on payment of one

shilling to get a cut from hot joints, two

vegetables, the choice of two sweets starred

on the menu, with bread, cheese, and butter,

and always a good service ; but, of course,

there is a wider variety for those whose

palates are not tempted by the everyday joint.

The following menus give an idea of the more

sumptuous meals that are provided:â��

Mr. Ian Malcolm's dinner to the Australian

visitors on the occasion of Her Majesty Queen

Victoria's signing the Declaration of the Independent

Parliament of the Commonwealth.

MKNU DU DI'NER nu 6 AVRIL, 1901.

Caviare d'Astrakhan.

Petite Marmile.

Truite Meuniere.

Poulet a la Diable.

Selle d'Agneau a la Broche.

Legumes de Saison.

Asperges Vertes.

Sauce Mousseline.

Omelette au Rhum.

Laitances au Parmesan.

Vins : Bordeaux, Chateau Cantenac, 1893.

Champagne, Heidsieck, 1892.

Port, Dow's, 1881.

The National Union of Conservative Associations.

Luncheon, 1st June, 1905.

MENU.

Truite froide.

Cotelettes d'Agneau aux I'etits Pois.

Pommes Nouvelles.

Poulet Froid et Langue.

Salade.

Asperges, Sauce Mousseline,

Omelette Suutlle Vanille.

Cafe.

Coronation Luncheon in Westminster Hall,

Thursday and Friday, June 26th and 271!), 1902.

MENU.

Poissons:

Truite a la Diplomate.

Saumon Froid a 1'Anglaisc.

llomard a la Prinlani^re.

Mayonnaise de Saumon 4 la Dancmark.

Salade de Cral>e.

Knlrces :

Chaufroid de Cailles a la Coronation.

Poulet Froid a 1'Alexandra.

Cotelettes d'Agneau a la Princesse de Galles.

Ballotine de Pigeon a la Royale.

Grosses Pieces :

Aloyau de Boeuf au Raifort.

Poularde et Jamhon a la Gelee.

Langue de Bceuf a la Francaise.

Quartier d'Agneau, Sauce Menlhe.

Bceuf Presse a la Commons.

Asperges en Branches.

Salade Portugaise. Salade de Saison.

Salade Parmenlicr.

Entremets :

Mac^doine de Fruits au Champagne.

Gelee aux Liqueurs.

Patisserie Assortie.

G laces :

Glace Vanille et Creme Framboise.

Dessert. Cafe.

Champagne Cup, Hock Cup, Claret Cup, Minerals,

etc.

Complimentary Dinner to Colonel Mark Lockwood,

M.P., by his colleagues of the Kitchen Committee,

Wednesday, May 3151, 1905.

MENU.

Melon GlacÂ£.

Bisque d'KcreVisscs.

Truite Grillee, Sauce Verte.

Filet de Poulet Maintenon.

Petits Pois Franfais. Pommes Voisin.

Selle d'Agneau.

Cailles de Vigne.

Cceur de Laitues.

Asperges d'Argenleuil, Sauce Vinaigrette.

Fraises an Firsch.

Barquettes a la Lockwood.

Dessert.

Cafe\

The Committee made this dinner the

occasion for presenting the Chairman with

a handsome silver cigar and cigarette case,

as a mark of the high esteem in which they

held him.

Perhaps one of the most important, and, I

might almost say, one of the most famous,

undertakings of the committee was to en

tertain the French fleet in Westminster

Hall on August izth last year. This
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" It wasn't me," reiterated the unfortunate.

" When I called out to you," pursued the

unheeding Mrs. Henshaw, "you started and

pulled your hat over your eyes and turned

away. I should have caught you if it hadn't

been for all them carts in the way and falling

down. I can't understand now how it was I

wasn't killed ; I was a mask of mud from

head to foot."

Despite his utmost efforts to prevent it, a

faint smile flitted across the pallid features

of Mr. Henshaw.

" Yes, you may laugh," stormed his wife,

"and I've no doubt them two beauties

laughed too. I'll take care you don't have

much more to laugh at, my man."

She flung out of the room and began to

wash up the crockery. Mr. Henshaw, after

standing irresolute for some time with his

hands in his pockets, put on his hat again

and left the house.

He dined badly at a small eating-house,

and returned home at six o'clock that

evening to find his wife out and the cup:

board empty. He went back to the same

restaurant for tea, and after a gloomy meal

went round to discuss the situation with Ted

Stokes. That gentleman's suggestion of a

double alibi he thrust aside with disdain and

a stern appeal to talk .sense.

" Mind, if my wife speaks to you about it,"

he said, warningly, " it wasn't me, but some

body like me. You might say he 'ad been

mistook for me before."

Mr. Stokes grinned and, meeting a freezing

glance from his friend, at once became

serious again.

" Why not say it was you ?" he said,

stoutly. " There's no 'arm in going for a

'bus-ride with a friend and a couple o' ladies."

" O' course there ain't," said the other,

hotly, "else I shouldn't ha' done it. But

you know what my wife is."

Mr. Stokes, who was by no means a

favourite of the lady in question, nodded.

" You were a. bit larky, too," he said, thought

fully. " You 'ad quite a little slapping game

after you pretended to steal her brooch."

" I s'pose when a gentleman's with a lady

he 'as got to make 'imself pleasant ? " said Mr..

Henshaw, with dignity. " Now, if my missis

speaks to you about it, you say that it wasn't

me, but a friend of yours up from the country

who is as like me as two peas. See ? "

" Name o' Dodd," said Mr. Stokes, with a

knowing nod. "Tommy Dodd."

" I'm not playing the giddy goat," said

the other, bitterly, " and I'd thank you not

to."

" All right," said Mr. Stokes, somewhat

taken aback. " Any name you like ; I don't

mind."

Mr. Henshaw pondered. " Any sensible

name'll do," he said, stiffly.

"Bell?" suggested Mr. Stokes. "Alfred

Bell ? I did know a man o' that name once.

He tried to borrow a bob off of me."

" That'll do," said his friend, after some

consideration ; " but mind you stick to the

same name. And you'd better make up

something about himâ��where he lives, and

all that sort of thingâ��so that you can stand

being questioned without looking more like a

silly fool than you can help."

" I'll do what I can for you," said Mr.

Stokes, " but I don't s'pose your missis'll

come to me at all. She saw you plain

enough."

They walked on in silence and, still deep

in thought over the matter, turned into a

neighbouring tavern for refreshment. Mr.

Henshaw drank his with the air of a man

performing a duty to his constitution ; but

Mr. Stokes, smacking his lips, waxed eloquent

over the brew.

" I hardly know what I'm drinking," said

his friend, forlornly. " I suppose it's six-

half, because that's what I asked for."

Mr. Stokes gazed at him in deep sym

pathy. " It can't be so bad as that," he said,

with concern.

" You wait till you're married," said Mr.

Henshaw, brusquely. " You'd no business

to ask me to go with you, and I was a good-

natured fool to do it."

" You stick to your tale and it'll be all

right," said the other. " Tell her that you

spoke to me about it, and that his name

is Alfred Bellâ��B E double Lâ��and that he

lives inâ��in Ireland. Here ! I say ! "

"Well?" said Mr. Henshaw, shaking off

the hand which the other had laid on his

arm.

"Youâ��you be Alfred Bell," said Mr.

Stokes, breathlessly.

Mr. Henshaw started and eyed him ner

vously. His friend's eyes were bright and,

he fancied, a bit wild.

"Be Alfred Bell," repeated Mr. Stokes.

" Don't you see ? Pretend to be Alfred Bell

and go with me to see your missis. I'll lend

you a suit o' clothes and a fresh neck-tie,

and there you are."

" What 1" said the astounded Mr. Henshaw.

" It's as easy as easy," declared the other.

" To-morrow evening, in a new rig-out, I

walks you up to your house and asks for you

to show you to yourself. Of course, I'm
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why I brought 'im up; I wanted George to

see 'im."

Mrs. Henshaw looked from one to the

other in wrathful bewilderment.

"His living image, ain't he?" said Mr.

Stokes. "This is my pal George's missis,"

he added, turning to Mr. Bell.

"Good afternoon to you," said that gentle

man, huskily.

" He got a bad cold coming from Ireland,"

explained Mr. Stokes, " and, foolish-like, he

went outside a 'bus with me the other night

and made it worse."

" O-oh !" said Mrs. Henshaw, slowly.

" In-deed ! Really ! "

" He's quite curious to see George," said

Mr. Stokes. " In fact, he was going back to

Ireland to-night if it 'adn't been for that.

He's waiting till to-morrow just to see

George."

Mr. Bell, in a voice huskier than ever, said

that he had altered his mind again.

" Nonsense!" said Mr. Stokes, sternly.

" Besides, George would like to see you. I

s'pose he won't be long?" he added, turning

to Mrs. Henshaw, who was regarding Mr. Bell

much as a cat regards a plump sparrow.

" I don't suppose so," she said, slowly.

"I dare say if we wait a little whileâ��

began Mr. Stokes, ignoring a frantic glance

from Mr. Henshaw.

" Come in," said Mrs. Henshaw, suddenly.

Mr. Stokes entered and, finding that his

friend hung back, went out again and half led,

half pushed him indoors. Mr. Bell's shyness

he attributed to his having lived so long in

Ireland.

" He is quite the ladies' man, though," he

said, artfully, as they followed their hostess

into the front room. " You should ha' seen

'im the other night on the 'bus. We had a

couple o' lady friends o' mine with us, and

even the conductor was surprised at his

goings on."

Mr. Bell, by no means easy as to the

results of the experiment, scowled at him

despairingly.

" Carrying on, was he ? " said Mrs. Hen

shaw, regarding the culprit steadily.

" Carrying on like one o'clock," said the

imaginative Mr. Stokes. " Called one of

'em his little wife, and asked her where 'er

wedding-ring was."

" I didn't," said Mr. Bell, in a suffocating

voice. " I didn't."

"There's nothing to be ashamed of," said

Mr. Stokes, virtuously. " Only, as I said to

you at the time, 'Alfred,'! says, 'it's all

right for you as a single man, but you might

be the twin-brother of a pal o' mine-â��George

Henshaw by nameâ��and if some people was

to see you they might think it was 'im.'

Didn't I say that ? "

" You did," said Mr. Bell, helplessly.

" And he wouldn't believe me," said Mr.

Stokes, turning to Mrs. Henshaw. " That's

why I brought him round to see George."

" I should like to see the two of 'em

together myself," said Mrs. Henshaw, quietly.

" I should have taken him for my husband

anywhere."

"You wouldn't if you'd seen 'im last

night," said Mr. Stokes, shaking his head

and smiling.

" Carrying on again, was he ? " inquired

Mrs. Henshaw, quickly.

" No!" said Mr. Bell, in a stentorian

whisper.

His glance was so fierce that Mr. Stokes

almost quailed. " I won't tell tales out of

school," he said, nodding.

"Not if I ask you to?" said Mrs. Hen

shaw, with a winning smile.

" Ask 'im," said Mr. Stokes.

" Last night," said the whisperer, hastily,

" I went for a quiet walk round Victoria

Park all by myself. Then I met Mr.

Stokes, and we had one half-pint together

at a public-house. That's all."

Mrs. Henshaw looked at Mr. Stokes.

Mr. Stokes winked at her.

" It's as true as my name isâ��Alfred Bell,"

said that gentleman, with slight but natural

hesitation.

" Have it your own way," said Mr. Stokes,

somewhat perturbed at Mr. Bell's refusal to

live up to the character he had arranged for

him.

" I wish my husband spent his evenings in

the same quiet way," said Mrs. Henshaw,

shaking her head.

" Don't he ? " said Mr. Stokes. " Why, he

always seems quiet enough to me. Too

quiet, I should say. Why, I never knew a

quieter man. I chaff 'im about it some

times."

" That's his artfulness," said Mrs. Henshaw.

" Always in a hurry to get 'ome," pursued

the benevolent Mr. Stokes.

" He may say so to you to get away from

you," said Mrs. Henshaw, thoughtfully. "He

does say you're hard to shake off sometimes."

Mr. Stokes sat stiffly upright and threw

a fierce glance in the direction of Mr.

Henshaw.

" Pity he didn't tell me," he said, bitterly.

" I ain't one to force my company where it

ain't wanted."
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of plutocracy, spent a great deal of his time

among men whose lives expose them to the

" nerviest " of experiences. In almost every

case he found these men to possess the

most phlegmatic temperaments, and heard

them speak with the utmost sang-froid of

experiences sufficient to curdle the blood of

ordinary citi/.ens. He told me when he was last

in England of bridge-builders who will pause

to strike a match on the sole of an upturned

boot as they are walking along a girder less

than one foot broad, hundreds of feet above

a river !

In one of his books, too, he tells of an

Irishman who quietly sat down on one of

these dhzy girders hanging over nothing, and

fell fast asleep. When his mates saw it they

were "a bit perturbed"â��I think that was

the phrase. And the cause of their perturba

tion lay in the difficulty of waking Pat. For

it is a curious thing that in work at high

altitudes the sudden unexpected touch of

a swinging rope is sufficient to send a man

hurling to destruction. Nothing must be

sudden or unexpected. If destruction looms

up, the man who perceives it must drawl his

intelligence in the most nonchalant fashion.

A shout would send a hundred men crashing

to death. A man at work in the air has

been known to fall by the mere brushing

against the back of the head of a rope

suddenly loosed by an unthinking workman.

In the case of Pat sleeping placidly on the

girder, two men volunteered to go to the

rescue. One approached him from the right

side and one from the left. Walking noise

lessly along the narrow girder, they drew

nearer and nearer to the Irishman, and then

made a simultaneous grab at his shoulders

and held him. Their united strength pre

vented his awakening from overturning all

three into the river below. When he was

quite awake they told him not to do it again,

and walked off along the girder " steadying

themselves against the wind." Tht-ir nerve

carried them through a task which might

hive appalled the bravest man who ever

wore the Victoria Cross.

Women display courage in their own in

comparable fashion. Typical of woman's

method of encountering danger is the story

of the woman who observed, as she was con

cluding her toilet for the night, the presence

of a burglar under her bed. Without letting

the man know that she had perceived him,

this woman quietly put on her dressing-gown

and knelt .down at the bedside to say her

prayers. She prayed aloud. She made her

own personal intercessions to Heaven, and

701

then prayed for all poor sinners living in the

darkness of estrangement from God, " parti

cularly this unhappy man lying under my

bed, meditating the wickedness of stealing,

and perhaps of murder."

This woman saved the situation, just as

with equal nerve another woman saved a very

different position in the social world. The

fascinating Lady Blessington had been the

kindest of friends to Napoleon III., when

he was living in a very beggarly fashion in

London. When she went to Paris after his

return she found that the Emperor took

no notice of her presence, and expressed not

the smallest desire to manifest his gratitude.

Lady Blessington's friends were amaxed;

I>ady Blessington was annoyed. Presently

her opportunity came. At a crowded,

reception, surrounded by her friends, she

encountered the forgetful Emperor. In the

midst of his Royal progress through the

brilliant rooms he paused for a moment

before his old friend, and exclaimed, in

a tone of passing interest: " Ah, Miladi

Blessington ! Restez - vous longtemps a

Paris?" To which Lady Blessington made

answer, " Et vous, sire ? "

The crushing nature of this retort could

only have come from a cold brainâ��a mind

capable of inflicting extreme pain on a fellow-

being out of sheer enthusiasm for right. It

is not the easiest thing to bring oneself to do

to reprove a King, but the gorgeous Lady

Bit1 ssington, as her history tells, was a woman

of amazing nerve.

On the whole question one wonders

whether that quality of the mind which is

signified by the term "nerve" is as vigorous

and efficient to-day as it was in the past.

Anaesthetics have in some measure dispensed

with the need of courage. We are not now

taught in childhood the extreme value of

cultivating insensibility to pain. Mrs. Wesley,

it will be remembered, was wont to whip her

children regularly in childhood so that they

might ultimately learn to endure suffering

without tears! Such a training was not

without great value in days when a man who

went to the wars might have to submit his

leg or arm to the surgeon's saw without

anaesthetic of any kind. To-day you may

very easily hear a young man boasting of his

"nerves." "Oh, how could you bear it?"

they cry, with countenances expressing rather

contempt than admiration, when you tell

them of some painful experience. Casabianca

has become a subject for parody. As for the

Christian martyrsâ��is it not openly agreed

that every doctrine would be sacrificed before
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Puck of Pook's Hill.

By RUDYARD HLIPLING

ON THE GREAT WALL.

\VIien I left Home for Lalage's sake

By the Legions' Road to Rimini,

She vowed her heart was mine to take

\Vith me and my shield to Riminiâ��

(Till the Kagles Hew from Rimini !)

And I've tramped Uritain and I've tramped Gaul

And the Pontic shore where the snow-flakes fall

As white as the neck of Lalageâ��

As cold as the heart of Lalage !

And I've lost Britain and I've lost Gaul

(the voice seemed very cheerful about it),

And I've lost Rome, and worst of all,

I've lost Lalage !

THEY were standing by the gate to Far

Wood when they heard this song. Without

a word they hurried to their private gap and

wriggled through the fence almost atop of a

jay that was feeding from Puck's hand.

" Gently ! " said Puck. " What are you

looking for?"

" Parnesius, of course," Dan answered.

" We've only just remembered yesterday. It

isn't fair."

Puck chuckled as he rose. " I'm sorry,

but children who spend the afternoon with

me and a Roman Centurion need a little

settling dose of magic before they go to tea

with their governess. Oh6, Parnesius ! " he

called.

" Here, Faun !" came the answer from

Volaterrae. They could see the shimmer of

bronze armour in the beech crotch, and the

friendly flash of the great shield uplifted.

" I have driven out the Britons,'7 Parnesius

laughed like a boy. "I occupy their high

forts. But Rome is merciful ! You may

come up!" And up they all three

scrambled.

" What was the song you were singing just

now?" said Una, as soon as she had settled

herself.

"That? Oh, Rimini. It's one of the

tunes that are always being born somewhere

in the Empire. They run like a pestilence

for six months or a year, till another one

pleases the Legions, and then they march to

that."

" Tell them about the marching, Parnesius.

Few people nowadays walk from end to end

of this country," said Puck.

" The greater their loss. I know nothing

better than the Long March when your feet

are hardened. You begin after the mists

have risen, and you end, perhaps, an hour

after sundown."

" And what do you have to eat ?" Dan

asked, promptly.

" Fat bacon, beans, and bread, and what

ever wine happens to be in the rest-houses.

But soldiers are born grumblers. Their very

first day out, my men complained of our

water-ground British corn. They said it

wasn't so filling as the rough stuff that is

ground in the ox-mills. However, they had

to fetch and eat it."

" Fetch it ? Where from ? " said Una.

" From that newly-invented water-mill

below the Forge."

"That's Forge Millâ�� Our Mill!" Una

looked at Puck.

" Yes ; yours," Puck put in. " How old

did you think it was ? "

" I don't know. Didn't Sir Richard

Dalyngridge talk about it, Puck?"

" He did, and it was old in his day," Puck

answered.

" It was new in mine," said Parnesius.

" The men looked at the flour in their

helmets as though it had been a nest of

adders. They were only trying my patience.

But I addressed them, and we became friends.

To tell the truth, they taught me the Roman

Step. You see, I'd only served with quick-

marching auxiliaries. A legion's pace is

altogether different. It is a long, slow stride,

that never varies from sunrise to sunset.

' Rome's Raceâ�� Rome's Pace,' as the proverb

says. Twenty-four miles in eight hours,

neither more nor less. Head and spear up,

shield on your back, cuirass-collar open one

hand's breadth â��and that's how you march

through Britain."

" And did you meet any adventures ?"

said Dan.

" There are no adventures South the

Wall," said Parnesius. "The worst thing

that happened me was having to appear

before a magistrate near Lindum, where a

wandering philosopher had jeered at our

Eagles. I was able to show that the old

man had deliberately blocked the road,

and the magistrate told him, out of his own

Book, I believe, that, whatever his Gods were,

he should pay proper respect to Rome."

Copyright, 1906, by Rudyard Kipling, in the United States of America.
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new Cohort unhappy too. ... I wrote my

Mother I was happy, but, oh, my friends "â��

he stretched arms over bare kneesâ��" I

would not wish my worst enemy to suffer as

I suffered through my first months on the

Wall. Remember this, among the officers

was scarcely one, except myself (and I

thought I had lost the favour of Maximus,

our General), scarcely one who had not done

something of wrong or folly. Either he had

killed a man, or taken money, or insulted the

magistrates, or blasphemed the Gods, and he

had been sent to the Wall as a hiding-place

from shame or fear. And the men were as

the officers. Remember, also, that the Wall

was manned by every breed and race in the

Empire. No two towers spoke the same

tongue, or worshipped the same Gods. In

one thing only we were all equal. No matter

what arms we used before we came to the

Wall, on the Wall we were archers, like the

Scythians. The Pict cannot run away from

the arrow, or crawl under it. He is a bowman

himself. He knows. ..."

" I suppose you were fighting Picts all the

time," said Dan.

" Picts seldom fight. I never saw a fighting

Pict for half a year. The tame Picts told us

they had all gone North."

" What is a tame Pict ? " said Dan.

"A Pictâ��there were many suchâ��who

speaks a few words of our tongue, and slips

across the Wall to sell ponies and wolf-hounds.

Without a horse and a dog, and a friend, a

man would perish. The Gods gave me all three,

and there is no gift like friendship. Remember

this "â��Parnesius turned'to'.Danâ��"when you

become a young man. For your fate wil'

turn on the first true friend you make'"

" He means," said Puck, grinning, '' that if

you make yourself a decent chap whenyou'ie

young, you'll make rather decent friends when

you grow up. If you're a beast, you'll have

beastly friends. Listen to the Pious Parrtesius

on Friendship !"

"Then why was he on the Wall?"

asked, quickly. "They'd all done something

bad. You said so yourself."

" He was the nephew, his Father had died,

of a very great man in Gaul who was not

always kind to his Mother. When Pertinax

grew up, he discovered this, and so his uncle

shipped him off by trickery and force to the

Wall. We came to know each other at a

ceremony in our temple,â��in the dark. It

was the Bull Killing," he explained to Puck.

"/ see," said Puck, and turned to the

children. "That's something you wouldn't

quite understand. Parnesius means he met

Pertinax in church."

" Yesâ��in the Cave we first met, and we

were both raised to the Degree of Gryphons

together." Parnesius lifted his hand towards

his neck for an instant. " He had been on

the Wall two years, and knew the Picts well.

He showed me first how to take Heather."

" What's that ? " said both together.

" Going out into the Pict country with a

tame Pict. You are quite safe so long as you

are his guest, and wear a sprig of heather

where it can be seen. If you went alone

you would surely be killed, if you were not

smothered first in the bogs. Only the Picts

know their way about those black and hidden

bogs. Old Allo, the one-eyed, withered little

man from whom we bought our ponies, was

our special friend. At first we went to

escape from the terrible town, and to talk

together about our homes. Then he showed

us h'ow to . hunt-wolves and the great red

deer with horns like Jewish candlesticks.

The Roman-born officers rather looked down

on-us for doing this, but we preferred our

heather to their amusements. Believe me,"

Parnesius turned again to Dan, "a boy is

safe from" all-.'triings that really hurt when he

is astride a pony or after a deer. Do you

remember, O Faun," he turned to Puck,

..' â�¢' the little altar I built to the Sylvan Pan by

:. the pine-forest beyond the brook?"

" I am not pious," Parnesius answered,

" but I know what goodness means ; and my

friend, though he was without hope, was ten 'â�¢

thousand times better than I. Stop laughing,.

Faun !"

"Oh Youth Eternal and all believing,"

cried Puck, as he rocked -on the branch

above. " Tell them about Pertinax."

" He was that friend the Gods sent meâ��â�¢

the boy who spoke to me when I first came.

Little older than myself, commanding the

Augusta Victoria Cohort on the tower tiext to

us and the Numidians. In virtue he was my

superior."

" What ? The stone one with the line

from Xenophon ? " said Puck, in quite a new

voice.

"No. What d.o I know of Xenophon ?

That was Pertinax â�� after he had shot his

first mountain hare with an arrow â�� by

chance! Mine I made of -round pebbles

in memdry of my first bear. It took me

one happy day to build." Parnesius turned

to the children quickly.

" And that was how we lived on the Wall

for two yearsâ��a little scuffling with the Picts,

and a great deal of hunting with old Allo in

the Pict country. He called us his children
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" ' I was wrong,' said Pertinax. ' We are

all mad. Speak up, O Madman called

Emperor!'

" Maximus smiled his terrible tight-lipped

smile, but two years on the Wall do not

make a man afraid of mere looks. So I was

not afraid.

" ' I meant you, Parnesius, to live and die

a Centurion of the Wall,' said Maximus.

' But it seems from these,' he fumbled in his

breast, 'you can think as well as draw.' He

pulled out a roll of letters I had written to

my people, full of drawings of Picts, and

bears, and men I had met on the Wall.

Mother and my sister always liked my

pictures.

" He handed me one that I had called

' Maximus's Soldiers.' It showed a row of

fat wine-skins, and our old Doctor of the

Hunno hospital sniffing at them. Each time

Maximus had taken troops out of Britain to

help him to conquer Gaul, he used to send

us more wineâ��to keep us quiet, I suppose.

On the Wall, we always called a wine-skin a

' Maximus.' Oh, yes ; and I had drawn

them in Imperial helmets.

"' Not long since,' he went on, ' men's

names were sent up to Caesar for smaller

things than this.'

" ' True, Caesar,' said Pertinax : ' but you

forget that was before I, your friend's friend,

became such a good spear-thrower.'

" He did not actually point his hunting

spear at Maximus, but balanced it on his

palmâ��so !

"' I was speaking of time past,' said

Maximus, never fluttering an eyelid. ' Now

adays one is only too pleased to find boys

who can think for themselves, and their

friends.' He nodded at Pertinax. ' Your

Father lent me the letters, Pamesius, so you

run no risk from me.'

"' None whatever,' said Pertinax, and

rubbed the spear-point on his sleeve.

" ' I was forced to reduce the garrison in

Britain, because we need troops in Gaul.

Now I come to take troops from the Wall

itself,' said he.

" ' I wish you joy of us,' said Pertinax.

'We're the last sweepings of the Empireâ��

the men without hope. Myself, I'd sooner

trust condemned criminals.'

" ' You think so?' he said, quite seriously.

' But it will only be till I win Gaul. One

must always risk one's life, or one's soul, or

one's peaceâ��or something.'

"Allo passed round the fire with the

sizzling deer's meat. He served us two first.

" ' Ah!' said Maximus, waiting his turn. ' I

perceive you are in your own country. Well,

you deserve it. They tell me you have quite

a following among the Picts, Parnesius.'

"' I have hunted with them,' I said.

' Maybe I have a few friends among the

heather.'

" ' He is the only armoured man of you all

who understands us/ said Allo, and he began

a long speech about our virtues, and how we

had saved one of his grandchildren from a

wolf the year before.1'

" Had you ? " said Una.

" Yes; but that was neither here nor

there. The little green man orated like a

Cicero. He made us out to be magnificent

fellows. Maximus never took his eyes off

our faces.

" ' Enough,' he said. ' I have heard Allo

on you. I wish to hear you on the Picts.'

" I told him as much as I knew, and

Pertinax helped me out. There is never

harm in a Pict if you but take the trouble to

find out what he wants. Their real grievance

against us came from our burning their

heather. The whole garrison of the Wall

moved out twice a year, and solemnly burned

the heather for ten miles North. Rutilianus

called it clearing the country. The Picts, of

course, scampered away, and all we did was

to destroy their bee-bloom in the summer,

and to ruin their sheep-food in the spring.

" ' True, quite true,' said Allo. ' How can

we make our holy heather-wine, if you burn

our bee-pasture ?'

" We talked long, Maximus asking keen

questions that showed he knew much and

had thought more about the Picts. He said

presently to me : ' If I gave you the old

Province of Valentia, could you keep the

Picts contented till I win Gaul ? Stand

away, so that you cannot see Allo's face, and

speak your own thoughts.

" ' No,' I said. ' You cannot restore that

Province. The Picts have been free too

long.'

" ' I^eave them their village councils, and

let them furnish their own soldiers,' he said.

' You, I am sure, would hold the reins very

lightly.'

" ' Even then, no,' I said. ' At least not

now. They have been too oppressed by us

to trust anything with a Roman name for

years and years.'

" I heard old Allo behind me mutter :

' Good child !'

" ' Then what do you recommend,' said

Maximus, ' to tide over till I win Gaul ?'

" ' Leave the Picts alone,' I said. ' Stop

the heather-burning at once, andâ��they are









HOW TO MAKE A FLORAL CLOCK.

Another and perhaps even better design

for a floral clock than that already given is

in the form of a horseshoe, as shown below,

the arch-like curve being divided into twelve

parts. In this shape it is an easy matter for

an observer to inspect the clock, for on

standing between the two ends of the horse

shoe the whole of the twelve hours can be

taken in almost at a glance.

It is now necessary to find twelve plants

which shall each display their flowers at a

different hour of the day, from 6 a.m. until

5 p.m. Of

course, it is

obvious that the

selection of

plants for the

floral clock must

consist of those

which will all

bloom at the

same time of

year, and, as the

device should be

at its best in

June and July,

only plants which

flower at these

seasons would be

of any service.

The following

list of varieties

is a good one,

put together as

the result of experiments by several persons.

The approximate hour of opening is given

before each species, though it must be borne

in mind that this would be likely to vary in

widely-separated localities. Wherever pos

sible the popular name of the plant has

been given:â��

8

Curiously enough, the most difficult hours

in the day to fit with plants are twelve and

three. A large number of the African succu

lents popularly called fig marigolds open

about this time, though these would not

succeed well in cold localities, and in such

situations the section might be filled with

carnations, as the different varieties of this

flower vary a good deal as to their times of

opening. So far as the writer has been able

to discover, the red hawkweed is the only

available plant which displays its blooms for

ANOTHER DESIGN FOR A FI.OKAI. CLOCK.

6 o'clock. I lawk weed (Hieracium aurantiacum).

Marigold (Calendula pluvialis).

Venus's Looking - Glass (Specularia

9

10

ii

12

I

2

3

4

speculum).

Corn Marigold (Calendu'.a arvensis).

Clovewort (Arcnaria rubra).

Mountain Dandelion (Taraxacum

niontanum).

Fig Marigold (Mesembryanthemum).

Carnations.

Py ret h rum coryin hosuin.

Red Hawkweed (Hieracium).

Lady of the Night (Mirabilis

dichotora).

Catch fly (Silene nocliflora).

Vol. xxxi.â�� 80.

the first time

anywhere near

three o'clock,

and, as a rule,

it is rather

earlier than this

time. Still,

amongst the

enormous num

ber of fresh kinds.

of plants which

are being intro

duced into our

gardens, there

must be some

that would just

fit in for these

two awkward

hours. It will

not be the least

pleasurable part

of the possessor

of a floral clock to strengthen and improve

the list of plants best suited to the purpose.

Of course, the floral clock might be extended

to embrace a greater number of hours than

those suggested above. Several plants begin

to unfold their blooms before six o'clock, as,

for instance, the goat's beard, which opens its

yellow blossoms at four, whilst it is followed

by the yellow Siberian poppy at five. In

the same way some plants wait until after five

in the afternoon before showing their flowers.

Thus, the evening primrose does not wake

up until six o'clock, and the pretty little

Marve.1 of Peru not much before seven.

Later still, but a plant which would not be

suitable for an outdoor bed, is the Queen

of the Night cactus. This species does not

display its magnificent white blossoms until

about ten o'clock at night.
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| 6 Samples for Gd.

fifi

VASELINE

PREPARATIONS i

In order to make known the various " Vaseline " Preparations we are selling

DAINTY SAMPLE BOXES Gd. eacK.

CONTAINING

1 Tube White " Vaseline."

1 Tuba Capsicum "Vaseline."

1 Tube Pomade "Vaseline."

1 Tin Pure "Vaseline."

1 Tin "Vaseline" Cold Cream.

1 Tin "Vaseline"Camphor Ice.

Send Sixpence in Stamps to the

CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING CO.,

Proprietors of "Vaselint."

42, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C.,

And one will be forwarded post free.

SfcÂ§~^ " J

WELL LATHERED

IS HALF SHAVED!

SOLACE

THE ANTISEPTIC SHAVING STICK

is the purest form of Solidified Cream, delightfully soothing

and refreshing to delicate skins.

9d. per stick. For use in cold or warm water.

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES.

. EDWARD COOK & CO., Ltd., The Soap Specialists, LONDON, E.

i
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THE

KEELEY TREATMENT

For the Care of Alcohol and Drug

Inebriety.

THE Keeley treatment has been employed in this

country for many years under the auspices of a

committee of broad-minded men of affairs who

have satisfied themselves by personal investigation

not only of the efficacy of the Cure, but of its

permanency in nearly every case. This committee

is composed of well-known English gentlemen, the

Chairman being the Rev. James Fleming, B. D.,

Canon of York, Chaplain in Ordinary to His Majesty

the King, who keep in constant touch with the

operations of the Keeley Institute. Here are some

facts regarding the Keeley Cure for the Drink and

Drug Habit.

" It really cures. It does what it professes to do."

Such is the emphatic testimony of Mr. Eardley-

\Vilmot, the well-known secretary of the Church

of England Temperance Society, who for some years

has had the Keeley method under close observation

ir. this country. He tells how case after case that

had been considered hopeless has yielded speedily to

the Keeley Cure, the patients returning to their

work full of vigour, and happy in the restoration of

all that makes life worth living.

Why docs the inebriate continue to drink ? He

drinks because he is a slave of alcohol. He is no

more responsible for drinking than a man is for

having a chill or fever when he is poisoned by

malaria.

It is true that this disease is caused by alcohol,

but it is also true that in this disease, when once

it is established, alcohol is a necessity. They

continue to drink because the disease DEMANDS

alcohol.

Here is the secret of the cure of inebriety. The

Keeley remedy breaks up this rhythm. It is very

like and just as effectual as giving a man who has

the ague a quantity of quinine and a change of

climate. It breaks up the disease.

The men or women upon whom has fallen the

disease of intemperance go to the Keeley Institute

of their own free will, or they are not admitted.

Even when they consent to come they are left

free agents.

The treatment takes four weeks. It consists

of hypodermic injections four times a day, and

Dr. Keeley's remedies, which are taken every two

hours during the day.

Any inquiries should be addressed to the Secretary,

9, West Bolton Gardens, in Old Brompton Road,

London, S. W.

At the t>eginning the patient is provided with a

liberal amount of the best whisky if he desires it ;

or, if for drugs, the accustomed dose is allowed,

but after two or three days the old craving for

alcohol disappears for good and all ; for drugs it

takes longer.

This Is the only Keeley Institute In -the British Isles.

INDIGESTION

CORRUPTS THE BLOOD.

Ruins the

Complexion

and

P

When your food is properly digested

the pure nutriment is absorbed into

your system, and only pure blood

can result. But when digestion

fails, impurities, resulting from

decomposition of the food, pass

directly into the blood to poison

and corrupt. All the consequences

of foul blood followâ��dull, muddy

skin, eruptions, headaches, consti

pation and other disorders.

OTH

Poisons

the whole

b

System.

SEIGEL'S SYRUP

CLEANSES, PURIFIES, CURES.

The Â«/6 Bottle contains three times as much aa the

sice.
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THE WORLD'S

COMMERCE ATLAS

How it Appeals to Different People!

LADIESWill discover where Silks. Furs

and Feathers, Diamonds. Rubies,

Pearls, and Emeralds come from.EPICURESWill find Maps and Diagrams

showing the production of their

favourite wines and cigars.FREE TRADERSWill see at a glance the rise and

fall of trade in all the commodi

ties of International CommerceMANUFACTURERSIn Textiles, Metals, Woods,

etc., will find the world's pro

duction of all raw materials.LIBRARIANSWill soon realise that the Atlasof

Commerce is one of the popular

reference books most in demand.MERCHANTSCan best appreciate its value.

They will find many remarkable

revelations as to the world's trade." JOHN BULL "Will see that if he is to keep

going ahead he must not fail to

study Commercial Geography.SCHOOLMASTERSWill find it an absolutely in

dispensable reference book in

teaching Commercial Geography.YOUNG MENWho aspire to success in the

World of Commerce will find

this Atlas an endless inspiration.BOOKSELLERSWill find the Commerce Atlas

in great demand as soon as

the public realise its value.CAPITALISTSWill see the coming fields for

their speculation â�� the profitable

regions yet to be exploited.COLONIALSWill see in what commodities

of Commerce they may profitably

compete with foreign countries.PROTECTIONISTSWill see the evolution of Inter

national Commerce geographi

cally and statistically displayed.GROCERSWill see where all the food

products come from â�� Tea.

Coffee, Sugar. Spices, etc., etc.UNSUCCESSFULPeople will realise the fact that

to be equipped with knowledge

is the secret of success in life.

THE ATLAS OF THE WORLD'S COMMERCE really appeals to everyone.

It is the result of many years of labour and research. It contains 1,000 Maps and

Diagrams with voluminous text. It is a Dictionary of the World's Commerce.

It is Edited by Mr. J. G. BARTHOLOMEW. F.R.G.S.

To be issued in 22 farts. Published Fortnightly. Parts 1 to 5 are now ready.

The price of each Part is 6d. net. It is sold by all Hooksellert.

A SPECIMEN PART WILL BE SENT, POST FREE, ON MENTIONING THIS MAGAZINE.

GEORGE NEWNES, Ltd.. 3-12. Southampton Street, Strand, LONDON, W.C.
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Si

STECK PIANOS

IF you were contemplating a purchase from amongst a

1 collection of representative pianos, there is that in the

distinctive tone of the STECK which would almost assuredly

compel you to accept it as a standard of comparison.

There are but few really great pianos made, and a

knowledge of the STECK would prove to you that it is one

of the greatest. It is a piano which entirely accords with our

ideas of what a high-grade piano should be, and for that

reason we have acquired the Steck business.

The STECK, although not as yet generally well known

in Great Britain, enjoys a world-wide reputation, and has

earned the highest awards at famous exhibitions in Vienna,

etc. A descriptive Catalogue will be sent on request.

THE ORCHESTRELLE COMPANY,

XEOLIAN HALL,

135-6-7. New Bond Street, London, W.

A BRIEF TALK ON THE WORLD WORN

"Pare

JAEGER,

underwear

When Jaeger Pure Wool Clothing is worn, not only next to the

skin, but throughout, the pores do their work properly, and the

skin remains dry, the perspiration passing away. Linen and

Cotton Underwear have a clammy, damp feeling, and tend

to check the action of the pores. Jaeger Pure Wool Wear

for night and day is warm in Winter, and cool in Summer.

It keeps the skin at a uniform temperature, prevents

chills, and outlasts two ordinary garments in wear. The

prices are fixed and moderate, and the shapes excellent.

TMM,

Ask us for " Health Culture," by Dr. Jaeger.

New and revised edition, 200 pages, free.

y>, Sloane Street, S.W. 115, Victoria Street, S.W. 85 and 86, Cheapsidr, E.G.

The JAEGER GOODS are sold in most towns. Addna sent on application

to Wholesale and Skiff inf Office, gf, Milton Street, London, E.C.

Write/or PRICE LtST(No. fo) containing Patterns and zjn frustrations, post/ret.

LONDON- 126, Regent Street, W. 456, Str.ind, Charing Cross, W.C.
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Is a United | This Question,

OHristiai\

.

PROPOUNDED

BY THE

Rev. R. J.CAMPBELL,

M.A.

(PASTOR OF THE CITY TEMPLE).

is Answered by

THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTER

THE BISHOP OF DURHAM

THE BISHOP OF BATH & WELLS

THE BISHOP OF CARLISLE

THE BISHOP OF MANCHESTER

THE DEAN OF NORWICH

THE ARCHDEACON OF LONDON

DR. HORTON

DR. ALEXANDER WHYTE

DR. CLIFFORD

REV. THOMAS YATES

REV. CHARLES WENYON, M.D.

REV. F. B. MEYER

SUNDAY STRAND

The rest of the issue is replete with beautifully

illustrated articles, stories, and poems, making

" The Sunday Strand " the Best Family Magazine

in the World.

| Sold everywhere. Buy the JUNE ISSUE and you will continue to buy monthly.
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Ultc* C 35. Prague. Bonemia.

you my (>lioto kerewitk. and

you â�¢-â�¢'! *Â«Â« from it KoÂ«r glony and bright my kair

Â«Â«. It iÂ« Â«U my own Kiir, And I Â«m very plÂ«*>Â«j.

to â�¢â�¢y OapxviloiJd kave been most kenencial in

making it grow, and improving it funeral condition.

AH oiy friend* Â«vr remarking on %tÂ» aÂ£f>carancc.

an<J I tÂ«U tkem it ia due to Capauloida. AÂ» I

li.vÂ« Lean M> greatly KrÂ»Â«hte I. I tkmk it only

ngkt t-o Mnd you tnn tei-timor-al.

Your. f.itkfuUy. ROSK AUBRECHT.

.

GcntUnen.

I am drliglited with tkc effect of

OapiuloioV I Kave taken them now

for * lÂ«w montKs. witK marked k*itÂ«ht

ootk to mv k*ir and health.

You are *t liberty to make wkÂ«t .<â�¢

you lik* or tint pkoto and letter.

Your* truly.

(Mi..) HELEN LORD.

BY looking at tl)p picture on f>iu;k page, y<m will understand Unit when tliose germs, which find

t,h< ir best home in the growing cells of tliÂ« hair ruoti, Ijfgiu to multiply in thusu gi'owing cells, the

BI .iwth of the cells is checked, md finally stopped, so tmt the hair root very soon becomes softened,

and the hair falla out. Tocnrs this condition it ia necessary to destroy those harmful germs, ami

t o rnak* the growing cells healthy and vigorous again.

WJ'.in thÂ« h

"w healthy and vigorous again. As these germs can only be reached and

WOW TO KILL I k* c"le<l

hair is falling out or prematurely grey, or weak, it can only

7 destroying those germs, and making the growing cell?

THE GERMS. || killed through the blood, Capsuloids is tlio only preparation which can

cans* their death, and, therefore, the only preparation which can

produce beautiful luxuriant h.iir. If thÂ» gtrms are not checked, they will in time not only injure,

aud soften, but quite destroy the growing cells, and as the roots would then be dead, nothing

whatever could bÂ» done, and a person thus afflioUd must remain for ever bald. So long as there

is any life left in those growing cells Capsuloids will cure, but, when they are quite dead, even

Capsuloids can do nothing to restor* them, because the growing cells of the hair roots, when

dead, are as incapable of growing again a* a dead tree or a dead animal.

rThe chief danger in using external applications lies in

GREAT HARM MAY BE the possibility of too much rubbing. The proprietors

GREAT HARM MAY BE

of such preparations frequently advise that the medicine

be well rubbed on. Such rubbing at frequent intervals

brings too much blood to the scalp, making it red

:wid sometime." irritable. The vessels become engorged

and choked by pressing on eacl: ot-lifi1 ; the circulation

of tlie blood iÂ« thus checked, the tissues become unhealthy, and the germs rapidly begin to multiply

again In this way all the good dune by taking Capsuloids may be undone by rubbing the scalp

loo inncli, eithei with or without some external application. The external preparation itself

lias no oll'twt one v>ay or tl e other upon the growth of the liair, but the rubbing which is used

in its application i always liable to be excessive, and so produce the result* already descrilwd.

DONE THROUGH

RUBBING ON EXTERNAL

APPLICATION*.

Besides, while the blood is poor, and in an improper condition, there iÂ« no object in trying to

bring a lot of it to the scalp, because it could do no good; and when it is made pure and

healthy, as it loon i-; through taking Capunloids. it will then flow freely to thÂ« hair withont tin

of any nibbing. ,

INDEX TO ADVERTISERS. SEE PAGES 88 AND 89.

-



LOOK At THIS DIAGRAM, WHICH SHOWS

EXACTLY HOW A HAIR (GREATLY MAGNIFIED)

APPEARS WHEN IT 13 GROWING FROM

THE SKIN, AND THE HARMFUL GERMS

WHICH CAUSE THE FALLING OUT.

HIS diagram shows that a hair

is Htku'hfid or fastened only

at the lioitoni, which is its

root, wliere all the growing occnrs,

mid that no nourishment of any

sort can reach it through tlie sides.

OF TRUE SKIN

c

in claiming to satisfy a hungry man by rubbing food through his

thereby satisfying his hunger.

Yon can also see that it gets its

nourishment altogether from the

blood, which is carried to tlie

bottom of each hair in a little artery.

This blood, after nourishing the

hair, passes ont in a little vein.

Considering that the Irair tails out

or turns prematurely grey because

'germs settle in the growing cells,

and rapidly multiply, it is clear

that they must be killed, and tlie

growing cells of the roots nourished

and built up, before the ailment

can lie cured. Tics diagram enables

yon to see how thick a person's skin

really- is, and how impossible it

would be to nib any pre|iaration

through the skin, which is made up

of all those cells of different shapes,

and through the other tissues, and

down to tlie growing cells in the

hair roots, where the germs are

doing their harmful work. Tin-re

is as much sense and reason in

claiming to nib nourishment or food

down through the skin and into

the hair roots, as there would 1>Â«

skin into his system, and

No one thinks of nibbing rich soil or manure on the bark or leaves of a tree to make it grow,

because they know that the nourishment must reach the limbs and leaves in the way arranged by

Nature. Yet some persons believe that food will soak directly into the hair. It would bÂ« exactly

as reasonable to rub potatoes and meat upon the hair and scalp as to rub on some secret, though

simple, preparation which is given the name of a "hair food."

HOW THE HAIR

GROWS, etc.

cells.

the bottom, the end of the hair is pushed higher and higher, until it shows above the skin, and

finally becomes a long hair, and when these growing cells are all in perfect health, and the blood of

the person is also in perfect condition, the hair will be rich and luxuriant.

The hair grows entirely from the growing cells at the bottom of the root.

These cells draw all their nourishment from the blood. They grow

larger, each divide's into two; they grow again, arid divide again,

constantly pushing upwards, thus producing tlie hair, and steadily

increasing its length. The hair is, therefore, composed of these little

There are millions and millions of them packed close together. As the growth continues at

DOSE.â��Tim just before, or during the early part, of, each meal, three times daily.

A'o doses should be miised â�¢until the cure is compUte. ,

SEND FOR FREE HAIR BOOKLET AND COPY OF THE "LANCET'S" ANALYSIS.

Sold by Chemists everywhere at the reduced price of 2/3 per box, or sÂ«nt by

THE CAPSULOID COMPANY LTD,,

47, HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON. B.C.

"SHK.ciAi, SAMPLE givtn when this Coupon is enclosed and three lioxes

arc ordered from us; LAIIUCIL SAMPLE with six.

Farcitjn Orders must be (tccoiniffinted by postage, and remitted in the form

of M<ntnj Onier.

6V(Â«s all rnxlul Orrim anil make payable to Tit* Ciijutuloiil Company Ltd.

NOTE.â��All goods sent in I'lain Stilled Wrapper.

â�¢TRAND

June
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